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epigrams 


Author's Notes: 
Trigger warning: incest (implied and suggested and portrayed). 


This story attempts to explain the eventual dissolution of a dysfunctional relationship containing moments of 


heartbreaking beauty. Historically the first TBC fic posted in fandom, March 2015 on A03. 


However, it emerges that both brothers had a deep co-dependency on each other that they could never quite 
shake or openly acknowledge even though they were (and still are) both cognisant of it. This is not to say that 
the fraternal love between them was extinguished.it's still there to this day. But theirs is a complex and 
confusing sibling feud that, to this outside observer at least, seems to be a negative feedback loop of 
resentment and jealousy. 


-a quote on the relationship of Ray and Dave Davies 


"We only ever had one argument. It's been lasting for 25 years." 


-Phil Everly, 1970 


RRR 


"My frustrations with Rich have always been, maybe, his control issues and my lack of control." 


-Chris Robinson, 1999 


"Maybe Chris and | had something to work out from a past life." 
-Rich Robinson, 2008 


"| know what it is to be a brother, and | know what it is to be a member of The Black Crowes, and | don't think 
of the two things as being the same." 
-Steve Gorman, 2010 


The Prince and The Diva 


Author's Notes: 
Trigger warning: incest (implied and suggested and portrayed). 


This story attempts to explain the eventual dissolution of a dysfunctional relationship containing moments of 


heartbreaking beauty. 


This story incorporates multiple viewpoints-although Chris and Rich are the primary characters. Steve is also 


a prevalent character, and there are appearances from nearly everyone in the band. 


Some things had to be faced alone. You could be with the person you knew best in the whole wide world and 
still be alone. It was not an unusual state, but for one of the men who sat, and sang, and waited for their 
father to die, it was a type of loneliness he'd never experienced, not even in the dark days of discord and 


estrangement. 


They sang the songs they knew he loved - the songs he would always request during family visits - when, in 
fact, his sons would agree to be family. Otherwise they might pretend it was merely happenstance and not 
biological proximity. But he had power over them in later years, after their mother passed and took with her 
the empathy they were sorely lacking. 


"We let you do whatever you wanted to do," he would remind them, "don't you dare piss away all that 
generosity. This family gave you everything. We gave it to you, you gave it to each other. Nothing is more 
important than that, | don't care how much goddamn money is involved, or how many lawyers are chasin' you 
down" 


And when it was over, they did cry. But for different reasons. 


Chris, becouse, he knew he was finally free. 


"Ali," he said to his wife in greeting, and then sobbed for several minutes across the miles he had gladly 
traveled to escape the place he was now calling from. She spoke soothingly, her voice also full of tears, but 
more restrained, not wanting to alarm their daughter - who he could hear in the background, her running 


Toddler commentary reminding him of his own garrulous ways as a child. 
"Freedom," he finally said after clearing his throat. "He's free now, and that's a gift. And so am |." 


"Give yourself some time, honey," was all she had to say about that. 


But that night was the first night he dreamt of finally letting go, letting himself emerge from the cave and 
into an unfamiliar landscape where he was the only survivor of that strange cloistered state of mind. When his 
wake-up call came and he blinked blue at the daylight, he realized he had to figure out how to say goodbye, 


when only half of his soul believed it was a good idea. 


Steve was in the habit of rolling his eyes at Chris' pronouncements and rambling lectures, usually set against 
the background of Exile on Main Street, or The Band, or Burnin,’ or Shout, or whenever, whatever, it was.just 
sit back and let it happen. Rich would smirk at him, present but also removed, miles away, inside whatever 


world he inhabited while maintaining a corporal presence for the rest of them to ponder. 


Boy would not speak for the better part of a day, but then a perfectly-timed deadpan smartass remark would 
pass his lips and the room would crack the fuck up, Chris laughing the loudest. 


"Rikki Tikki Tavi, ladies and gentlemen!" he said, gesturing towards his sibling. Steve knew most people were 


surprised to learn they were related, but to him they might as well have been twins. 
"Rikki was the mongoose, asshole," Rich replied amicably. "Nag was the cobra" 


"What difference does that make?" Steve asked. If he'd read The Jungle Book he had no conscious memory of 
the text. 


"He says I'm a snake." 

‘OF course you are! Fucking slithering around all the goddamn time and then BAM! -" Chris slapped the table 
where a bag of weed, rolling papers and matches, and numerous magazines and record albums resided, "- some 
hapless young lass has been fuckin’ swallowed" 

"So that's your game, Young Rich," Steve said, warming to the riff, "you actually eat your prey." 

"Fuck all y'all," Rich replied, smirking. "Too goddamned stoned to make any goddamn sense and I'm going home." 
"Boy you still ain't took your drivin’ test, what you think gonna happen when you get pulled over." 

"| ain't, because | am sober" 

"Child, you look to be about twelve and | guarantee that in broad daylight you will be stopped" 


Rich looked at Steve and received a shrug. "You do look like a grade-schooler, honey." 


This never failed to make their fair-haired target bristle. Seventeen, perhaps the most angry age for an 


adolescent, and full of his own obvious - to his eyes - superiority. 

"You said | could have the car this week" 

"| don't recall saying anything of the kind," Chris stated, twangy and flat: 

Rich launched himself at his antagonist, and Steve stepped in, taller and broader than either of them. 
"Jesus Christ you knuckleheads, give it a fucking rest for once - you're harshing my buzz." 


With a unified point of ridicule presented by the third man, peace was again granted to the Sun and the Moon, 
the Prince and the Diva 


Over the years he had wondered.what did we used to do? Before we wrote songs together? That seemed to be 
the catalyst for their bond, and what it became, when they realized they could do something which they held 
sacred, while also considering it something only they could do - that analogy about the song to the contrary. 
Only they could make that particular noise. And then they became dependent upon a chemistry which was 
more volatile than most, constantly in flux, sometimes combustive, sometimes non-reactive, and always 


unpredictable. 


Chris thought about the early days, when they used to share a mic, how they learned to harmonize from 
records, their father shaking his head at the times when one or the other or both wandered off-key and when 
scolded from outside the bedroom door he would answer with affront, "Dad its not about perfection, it's about 


soul!" 


And the answer came, "Well it should be about abilify at the very least. People turn ugly when they find out 
you can't hack it." 


They were aware Stan meant this as a sort of tough love, tearing them down before the world got a chance 
to - illustrating how it would happen if they didn't get their shit together. But they wanted only to know that 
they were destined for their own validation, which was easy for them to observe. Looking in the mirror at 


each other, and the tableaux they presented in their duality. They would be found and they would be 


treasured, as they treasured themselves. 


"Fuck him anyway," Chris would mutter later, after putting on another stack of records and they would try 
again, to get that tight blend like Mick and Keith, like Levon and Rick, like John and Paul. Rich would roll his eyes 
at the parental blasphemy but then their voices merged like a potent hit of a particularly wild and rare 


intoxicant, enthralling them forever. 


"You guys don't even like each other - why would you want to be in a band?" 

It was a familiar question asked by many who knew them. 

"You don't have to like someone to create with them," Chris would say. "In fact, sometimes it helps if you hate 
them, just a little. Maybe right at that moment, maybe for five minutes, maybe for years. But you know, a 


diamond doesn't become beautiful from being nice to it." 


„or could you just kill me? Hey, its hard to make up your mind sometimes 


"Wait, wait - play that again 

"Play what?" 

"What you just played - wake up, son!" 

By rote, note-perfect, a riffing crunchy fuck you to his collaborator. 
"Shee-it, now that's alright" 


A shrug, a smirk Of course it is 


Was it Chicago? Maybe Detroit? No, wait.it was probably St. Louis. An afternoon in which Cutlets had gone 


around and pounded on all the doors, twenty minutes to departure. 
"| pray thee, gentleman, get thine shit together, your chariot awaits." 


Chris had carefully made his way down to the lobby, squinting and hoping that someone had something for his 
headache, like maybe a Valium. Not that he was gonna cop in the lobby, that would be a big rookie mistake, as 
Steve liked to say. Enough conventioners or what-the-fuck-ever they were now staring askance at his lanky 
tousle-haired weirdly-dressed self as it was. He put on his Jackie 0 shades and waited for the bus to pull up 
to the front. Eventually Jeff and Johnny and Ed and Steve joined him with their bags. 


"Where's The Snake?" Steve asked, not looking all that sober himself. 

“Curling his hair, no doubt," Chris drawled. 

A pretty young thing moved in their direction, the guys fumbling within their hungover state to at least be 
friendly, as she was petite and perky, well-endowed and in garments of tight-fitting allure. But she scowled 
when she caught sight of The Diva She stepped up to him just as Steve murmured, "Oh shit, not again." 


"Your brother," she remarked in a flatlander's cadence, "is a lousy fucking lay." 


She stalked off, her heels tapping out an angry message to all sweet sisters in the area, Chris imagined. Do not 


fuck, or fuck with, Rich Robinson. 
"Huh," Steve said after a moment of stunned silence. "I was totally not expecting that." 


"Honey you don't know the half of it! Chris called out, his voice going fey, "You shoulda asked me what he likes, 


he's very particular!" 
The others cracked up, but Steve smirked at his bandmate. 
"You bossing him like that too? No wonder he won't let you in his room" 


Chris pushed at his bangs, a nervous tic, but one he did so often there was no reason for it to point to 


anything suspicious. 
"Like | wanna be in on that nonsense? Child, please!" 


The others had stopped laughing, knowing that no one would speak of this to Rich save Chris, who was the only 
one allowed to get away with such a tactic of embarrassment. 


"Ladies, ladies, what is this? Get on the fucking bus!" Adam called out from the steps of said vehicle. 
"You gonna get him?" Steve asked, shouldering a backpack and lifting a gym bag from the floor. 

"It should be me, | suppose. Boy probably already shit down Cutlets’ neck." 

"For Christ's sake don't give him any advice, okay? This day is already painful enough." 

"You holding?" 

"Am | holding what, my dick? What the fuck do you think?" 


"And you're implying my brother is an asshole? He musta picked that up from you!" 


Steve gave him a now long-familiar look of who the fuck do you think youre talking fo, you scrawny 

motherfucker and turned toward the exit. Chris walked back to the elevators, wondering what Rich had done to 
make the girl so mad. Then again just about everybody got frustrated with his brother's stony reticence after 
a while. But even though he had replied with his normal sarcasm he realized now, as he pushed the call button, 


that he felt badly, that he wanted to say, "Don't let anyone in your bed who doesn't understand you.” 


But that would mean Rich would end up lonelier than he already was. And anything he could offer as a comfort 
- as he had during this endless trek - would likely be rejected now. 


He got it, then And quavered at the thought of how mad the boy behind the door would be at him, so mad he 
was taking it out on a stranger. There had been no signs of violence, but neither of them needed fists - they 


knew how to ridicule, how to sting and slice with their peculiar outlook on the world. 


A view so claustrophobic and yet so divine. 


metaphors 
Author's Notes: 
Trigger warning: incest (implied and suggested and portrayed). 


This story attempts to explain the eventual dissolution of a dysfunctional relationship containing moments of 


heartbreaking beauty. 


This story incorporates multiple viewpoints—although Chris and Rich are the primary characters. Steve is also 


a prevalent character, and there are appearances from nearly everyone in the band. 


The lyrics in this chapter are mine masquerading as Chris.’ 


The typical response - he could hear his brother in every year, at every age, saying that very phrase - 
greeted his Bo Diddley knock 


"Go away.” 


He knocked again, this time aiming for the riff from "Can't You Hear Me Knockin" but he was a little too 


chemically-compromised to carry it off. 
"What?!" came the voice, loud and close on the other side. 


"C'mon Rikki, don't do a brother like this." Pleading, but hopefully he sounded only drunk. And he wasn't, this 


time. 
The door opened, and the glower was death-ray calibre. But he turned away and allowed his brother to enter. 
"Whatcha doin?" Again, a manic brightness colored the question 


Rich frowned, even in a plain white tee and black sweatpants he looked luminous in the cathode ray glow, 


tangled caramel-colored hair falling over his face and then he tossed his head, looking skittish and haughty. 


A half light, from far underground 
and when it dawns you will finally be found 
with no more than a shimmer, no more than a wink 


now that you've had enough time to think 


Do you think about me, baby? 

h that long-forgotten time. 

Do you think about us, baby - 

what is yours and what is mine. 

"Are you hiding from Security again?" 
"No! Just..you know, let's hang out" 


A huff of frustration. "Chris, | told you, it doesn't bother me to be alone. It bothers you, | get that, but I'm 
fine. Go on with them-all -" 


"They went to a bar, | didn't want all that noise." 

"So what are you on, then? | don't wanna deal with you bein’ all wacked out 
‘lm fine, | just - c'mon man, why are you so pissy?" 

‘I'm just trying to watch TV, okay?" 

"Then let's watch TV, alright? Fuck, no need for hysterics." 

Rich threw a pillow at his head, settling down on the bed. 

"So what, your date for the evening didn't work out?" 

"Didn't pick one, and it ain't your goddamn business no how." 

"How can you face all these empty hours with fuckin’ TV, man? Read a book -" 
"I finished the one | got in DC - it was stupid anyway." 

"Then let me -" 


"I am not in the mood for all that hippie bullshit you read, okay? Goddamn, stop picking at me! What are you 


on, and when the hell are you gonna come down?" 

Chris remained standing before Rich - feeling knives in the air, in the walls, in the bed - all that thorny 
prickling energy his brother gave off to the world was magnified by the aura of his intoxicated state. He 
sighed. 


"C'mon man, I'm just trying not to let our deal go to shit - you know what we promised Mom -" 


"For fuck's sake - so you come to me when you're high, talkin’ ‘bout how you wanna be with me. Yeah, that's 


real flattering, bubba, real nice." 


| can't deal with 3am sober, all right?! There, | fucking said it, now sacrifice me on the altar of your sober 


fucking living, or what-the-fuck-ever - you sanctimonious motherfucker." 


Rich barked out a derisive laugh. "Ain't nobody can be as sanctimonious as you and your fuckin’ big mouth, 


bubba" 
"Stop callin’ me that, you asshole!" 
"Make me." 


A simple taunt, although even drunk, high, exhausted, or whatever state Chris might find himself in, he could 
give as good as he got in a sibling tussle. 


‘| ain't leavin, hell, we can fight all night if that's what you're into.” 
"I am gonna clock you and leave you outside the door. And | don't fuckin’ care what happens to you after that" 
"And I'm the one who's high, right? But you're talkin’ pure nonsense now." 


When they were nothing but boys with a notion, it never became serious enough for threats. But now that 
everything mattered - and especially the everything of their relationship - dire pronouncements were the 
order of just about any night. With no one at that moment to defuse the situation, to pull them apart or scold 
them, or remind them that they were kin - 

HI prove our blood is the same 

when its equally spilled upon our notorious name 

- if was a dangerous moment, and so they each advanced on the other, and the tangle of limbs led to a 
hostility which was equally as virulent as their ambition, their pride, and their belief that they alone knew what 


was best for their state of creative grace. 
They each pulled at long hair, they each sought to dominate the merged space, they each whispered shut up as 


the television droned on - at some point displaying their audacious doppelgangers, dominating the vision of 


whomever cared to pay attention 


The two entwined figures did not. 


"Why did you two pick him up? Now he's gonna think we're all a bunch of lunatics!" 


‘Its best he knows now," replied Chris. "Like you're any better, you fuckin’ psycho?" 


"I am not having an argument every five minutes about every goddamn thing - can you please just try, for 
one goddamn day, not to live up to your reputation?" 


"Gorman, shut the hell up already. ‘Sides, he came to us, so he gets what's good. Stop being such a fuckin’ 


whore." 


Steve cracked up despite himself. "Dude is totally not my type - did you see his hair? What the fuck is that 


about?" 


"Reminds me of my maw-maw Robinson - she still has the same bouffant from 1955" 

Even as he laughed, and not for the first time, Steve found himself wondering what it was like to always 
believe that you were right - even when you knew you might be fucking it up somehow. He rolled his eyes and 
reminded himself not to be a party to further ridicule in front of their would-be manager. If Chris and Rich 
were going to crash-and-burn yet again, he needed to stand back from the wreckage. But it was difficult to 


disengage that slack-jawed fascination - and he knew it would win the day, once it was revealed to the world. 


"Goddamn it you always win," he whispered to the figure who sauntered away, with a spring in his privileged 
step. 


"Steve says all you ever do is fight now." 


Chris huffed, squirming in the phone booth, rattled by the passing vibrations of tractor-trailers on the 
highway just beyond the truck stop. "Mom, nothing has changed as far as that goes, believe me." 


"You told me, you said when you got what you wanted then everything would get better. But it sounds like it's 


getting worse -" 


"The road is crazy, okay? It's like being in a fishtank and everybody keeps tapping on the glass. That's bound to 


make anyone irritable, you know what | mean?" 
"You promised me, Chris. You know he's not like most people." 
"Hell, neither one of us is exactly normal!" 


"But he's not like you - you can handle the attention. If he doesn't have you to rely on, then who? You're 
supposed to be taking care of him!" 


"Mom, he's not your baby anymore, okay? Seriously, that boy has done some things -" 


"You promised" 


Family. It was the card either of his parents could always play and he was flat busted, owing a debt that had 


begun to accumulate before he was even born. 


"Mom, | promise you, he's going to be fine. We're fine. All that stuff on TV is just a bunch of lies - people lie 
all the time on TV: politicians, weathermen, game show hosts -" 


"ll be able to see it, you know. When you come home. And if you've lied to me, well -" 

"Mom, | gotta go - the bus is leaving. Please, you're gonna give yourself gray hairs if you keep this up." 
‘Im down at Claudine's every durn month, with all the gray hairs you two have given me!" 

He laughed, but there was an ache behind it. "Love you." 

‘Love you, honey - and don't forget to tell your brother you love him too.” 

"ll settle for telling him you love him - someone has to." 

"Don't you start now -" 


Chris pressed the switch hook and the voice of his conscience - usually so hard to pick up within the static of 
their surreal journey - cut out entirely. 


fear and love 
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In one of those natural manic upswings which Chris had been - depending on your outlook - blessed or cursed 
with - he had obtained fishing nets like one might find at a seafood restaurant, and Christmas lights and 
covered the walls of his garage over top of the soundproofing, turning it into a womb of sorts to undertake 
the journey to the ultimate groove. Also included were various posters and statuary, and candles. Lots and lots 


of candles. No bright lights allowed in the artistic sanctuary. 


Rich, who had helped Chris move in a bunch of gear so that they could work on songs had pronounced, in his 
usual deadpan fashion, "Yeah great, another stoner's hangout. Totally original.” 


"Even you will be enchanted, brother mine." 

Rich had wondered about what the neighbors would say when they realized the band would be rehearsing the 
new album in Chris' garage - because they wanted to spend as little time in the studio as possible this go- 
round - which meant loud long nights. But as he waited on the street for Steve to arrive with his kit he looked 
around and realized the cul-de-sac was mostly uninhabited - only two other houses were within earshot. 
"How'd you find this place?" he asked Chris, who was deciding on a place for honor for his new Buddha, acquired 
in Los Angeles, which struck his brother as both entirely appropriate and also what a dabbler in Eastern 
philosophy/mysticism would do. In avoiding certain stereotypes Chris would then land on his ass right in the 
midst of some other one. 

"Uh..don't tell Mom, but, it used to belong to Weird Wayne, remember that guy?" 

"The guy who dealt acid in Candler Park?" 


"Yeah. He liked it ‘cause it's discreet. He's up in New York somewheres, like, Utica or some shit like that." 


"You mean prison?" 


Chris shrugged. "Maybe. | didn't ask" 


Steve began honking his horn as soon as he turned onto the street and was greeted by a duo of raised middle 


fingers. He stopped in the street just beyond the driveway and emerged from his van with a wide toothy grin 
"Gentleman - what's going on?" 


Dead silence followed as he walked towards them. Chris in particular was looking at their drummer like he was 


covered in dogshit. 

"Steven, what the fuck did you do to your hair?" 

‘| get a fucking mohawk on the road and you don't say a goddamn word -" 

"That weren't no goddamn mohawk, more like a mo-skunk -" Chris countered and Rick snickered. 

"- but then | get, like, just a normal haircut -" 

"That's what I'm talkin’ about, you look like a goddamn suit! Strictly on the legal side of things." 

"That leather jacket was bad enough," Rich said, "lookin' like you were in fuckin’ Metallica or whatever.” 
"Why do you always have to undermine our aesthetic? Are you frying to piss us off?" 


"Like any actual effort is required? | don't fucking believe this - nobody looks at me, | play the drums - and 
you're still okay with that, right?" 


They nodded in unison. Spooky. 

"But | can't wear my goddamn hair the way | want to? What kind of superficial shit is that? It ain't about you 
or the fucking band, it's just my hair" Steve protested. "Not everything is about the two of you, in fact, not 
even most things are about you, in case you were wondering.” 

"Damn, Gorman, don't get your knickers in a twist. Fine, we're gonna be decadent elegance, and you're gonna look 
like some Wall Street dweeb, whatever." Chris walked back into the garage, his right hand raised dismissively, 


the discussion for him at an end. 


"You've got a really big head," Rich finally said after staring at him for a moment. "Guess | never realized it 


before with all that hair." 
"Bigger the head, bigger the brain," Steve shot back. 


"Don't count on that," Rich cracked, a slight smile punctuating the reply. 


"You're a blond, and blonds can wear red." 
"| am not blond, not like Mom is blonde -" 


"You are the living incarnation of Nancy Jane which means you are a blond and | will take you to any hair salon 


in the greater Atlanta area and they will tell you the same. You need a red suit. A red velvet suit” 

"What the fuck are you talking about, ‘the living incarnation’ of Mom?" 

‘Seriously, have you looked at her high school pictures? You're Mom if Mom had been male, that's all l'm 
sayin’ You have to wear certain colors just like | have to wear certain colors to look good on film. This has to 
all tie together, we have to ok like our music sounds Didn't you agree to that? Tell me you remember our 
discussion about this." 

"Well yeah, but -" 

"What is the fucking problem, then?" 

"Well | guess | was fine until you started saying -" 


"What, that you're beautiful? There's nothing wrong with being beautiful, trust me." 


Rich rolled his blue eyes, which were somewhat different from his brother's blue eyes. Rich had eyes like a 


mild summer sky, whereas Chris' eyes were more like false dawn, a colder shade tinged with brightness. 
A smirk. "You're the one people always say looks exotic." 


"Beautiful is whatever it is - look, we have a thing, okay? An image, or whatever. So let's make it something 


interesting at least. Snow White and Rose Red 
"If you try to tell me again that | look like -" 

"You dol Man, | should be so fuckin’ lucky” 

A scowl 

Chris grinned. "Honey you can't fight it, so don't even try" 


Months later, during the making of the "Remedy" video, Chris and Pete stood watching the monitor as Rich 
was filmed for his solo pickup shots, miming with the track blaring as it had been all day long. His new red 


velvet suit and snakeskin boots exactly what Chris felt he should be wearing, all the time. 

"Look at that son of a bitch, he's glowing! 

"You were right about the color, for sure," Pete murmured. "Nice contrast with the background” 
"Don't cut away so fast, okay? Leave the camera on him for a minute, let the moment play out" 


Pete shrugged and nodded in agreement but didn't realize what Chris meant until he was editing the footage. In 
one shot he left the setup for a few minutes and even as Rich looked at the camera and offered his usual 
hauteur, once he looked away he allowed for a smile. Almost a microexpression, but it was beautiful, and 


humanized Rich in a way which his overall demeanor did not accomplish. 


"Goddamn smartass has to be right all the time," he said, to no one in particular. "But you're an expert on 


your brother, that's for damn sure." 


The perception of time was different depending on your state of mind. In sober time, you felt every minute. 
Sometimes, when sobriety was not so much a choice as a lack of choices, it came down to seconds, tick-tick- 


ticking at you like tiny cuts of a razor - not enough to bleed, just enough to sting. 


In such moments Chris recalled how Rich had built a wall of silence and he had built a wall of chemicals and 
neither of them protected each from the other. Because you knew ~- just like in a foxhole - that the enemy 
was on the other side, and so you waited and let the paranoia flourish like some throttling vine, some usurping 


weed. Killing everything but itself: love, loyalty, good will, respect, compassion 


He'd had to choke on his words more than once. And yet his concepts were always sound, despite whatever 
damage he'd done to live up to them. Cringing to recall that the first album they made which almost destroyed 
them was based on a utopian notion of compassion and understanding, composed and performed by two people 
who were doing their best not to understand, doing their best to antagonize and to wound. 


This was a 2pm meeting and yet he was still half-asleep, the powers of cocaine and caffeine to the contrary. 
Rich was wide awake and peeved, his normal state. The label was ready to sign off on the album packaging, 
despite all the eye-rolling the production of the psychedelic costume party had caused in the office. But then 
Rich had demanded to view all of the proofs. Seeing the design chosen for the disc label itself, he sneered. 


"Is it really necessary to have yet another piece of drug paraphernalia in the album packaging?" 


"I's a goddamn metaphor, and if you can't comprehend that, it's not my problem." 


"No, please, explain it to me if it's so goddamn meaningful." 


Pete tilted his head, like, yeah now Im curious too, so Chris sighed and pulled the page with the artwork over to 
his side of the table. His index finger tapped the seed pod. 


"Mind, this is a bit stylized" He tapped it again. "Bliss." Then he tapped the other end of the image, a stem 
ending in a type of barb. "Pain" He held out his hands. "Life encompasses everything but at either end is the 
best and the worse, and we're just somewhere in between" 

Rich pursed his lips, then sighed. "Okay but, nobody is going to get that. They're just gonna see an opium poppy 
on our CD and think, ‘The Black Crowes are going from telling people it's okay to smoke pot to shooting smack: | 
don't want to give anyone the idea l'm advocating that kind of drug use." 

"Who's talking about heroin?!" 

"When you put a fuckin’ opium poppy on your record, that's all people will see." 

"IFs just a picture, Rich. There aren't any lyrics about shooting up or any of that shit” 

"Sure there's not some kind of code? Because if anyone would know it -" 

‘Guys -" Pete interjected, raising his hands. "Look, for better or worse, The Black Crowes is now considered a 
stoner's band. This is going to appeal to the people who are listening to your music anyway. Chris is right, its 
just an image, it doesn't have any context -" 

"Are you fucking kidding me, Pete?!" Rich countered, raising his voice. "Do you know what this dickhead is doing 
"Hey, since when am | on trial here?" Chris broke in, voice already raspy and now going hard with anger. "You 
are making a helluva lot of accusations without any goddamn evidence -" 

"Yeah, because you won't let me see what you're doing. But | see what it's doing fo you." 

"C'mon now!" Pete tried again for civil discussion. "The record is done, I've got to get back with the promoters 
to finalize the dates, we have got to earn back the money you've already wasted, okay? Let's focus on what is 
in front of us. This is just an image, and | don't see the harm in it" 

Chris smirked at Rich, receiving a scowl and a huff in response. 

"You may not now," he said to their manager. "But I'm pretty sure you will, and | can't do anything to stop it. 


But | want you to remember that | tried, okay? When everything falls apart - becouse it will, trust me - | 
don't want you accusing me of just standing by and letting it happen" 


"Duly noted," Pete replied, pulling his buzzing pager from the pocket of his blazer. "Gotta run; boys, please don't 
kill each other, okay?" 


"How can | kill someone," Rich said, pushing away from the conference table with a look of disgust, "who's 


already doing such a good job of it all on his own?" 


Chris remained silent, which was as good as an admission, and they both knew it. 
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A couple lines of lyrics in this chapter are mine masquerading as Chris: 


"You've got no business getting married right now - you don't love her, not really. You're more in love with 


the idea of her than the reality.” 
"Like I'm gonna let you tell me what | should do?" 


‘I'm not stupid enough to think that you would. But you could at least not damage yet another person's life. 
Think about it" 


"My heart is telling me this is the right thing to do. I'm not about to let you sabotage that, whispering in my 
ear that | can't love anybody. Like, what - you think I'm getting married just because you got married? Don't 
flatter yourself, child!" 


"The lies you tell yourself are way worse than any | could ever come up with. What is pissing you off is that 


you know l'm telling you the truth." 
"You are as responsible for your own misery as anything I've done to you." 


A shove, a movement born of frustration "You're totally right. | am responsible for thinking that | could trust 


you, that | could believe you, that | could -" 


But he couldn't - wouldn't - finish the thought, express the emotion Blue eyes warred with blue eyes, 
throwing invisible daggers at the heart which hoped. 


You have no night to try and be happy. Not after what you've done fo me. 


After a time of touring everyone was sick of everyone and wanted merely not to talk to anyone for about a 
week, but it was difficult to wake up in the same quiet place and not keenly feel the loss of momentum. It was 
always about what would happen next, and so this stillness disturbed him. After spending the morning recording 
a couple demos, putting a roast in the crock pot to cook for the day, and taking Doyle for a long walk around 


the neighborhood, Rich finally decided he could just go to Chris, tape in his pocket, and talk about what might 
come next, but nothing definitive or conclusive. That was the best way in which to communicate intentions in 
this fragile interim. 

Be nice, he instructed himself during the drive. That he had to talk himself into it was vaguely worrying. He 
pulled up in front of the house and frowned, seeing the garage door shut. By now, Chris should be up and 
engaged in a wake-and-bake, listening to Grateful Dead bootlegs, or whatever. His heart stutter-stepped in 
panic to consider what his brother might have been doing since they came home. The house looked closed-up 
and dormant. Nothing for it but to demand entry, and so he laid on the doorbell. The door opened to reveal 
Sven, eyes wide in the only display of surprise his laconic personality was capable of. 

"Oh hey man, Chris isn't here." 

"Oh?" 

"Yeah he left for LA on Thursday.’ 

"When's he coming back?" 

A blink, then a sort of embarrassed half-smile. Oh Jesus 

"Uh, no this was it - you knew he was going out there, right?" 

Rich kept his expression blank, a reaction he has been perfecting for the better part of a decade. 

"Yeah, just not, you know, when, exactly." 

Internally cringing that such a lame-ass sentence had actually come out of his mouth. 

"Yeah he took all his stuff, left with some chick, | don't know who she was." 

"What he'd do with the gear?" 


"Oh, | guess it's still in the garage. Hang on - I'll get the key." 


Rich stood looking at the street - the entire neighborhood seemed to have gone silent, fighting to keep anger 


and panic from mating, creating a monstrous offspring awaiting revenge. 


Sven returned, handing him the key. "So mon, | gotta run but just put it under the mat when you're done, 


okay?" 

"Sure. You livin’ here now?" 

"| guess. Chris hasn't decided if he's selling it and | couldn't turn down a free place to crash." 
"So all his stuff inside is gone?" 

"Well there's furniture -" 

"Can | look in the house too?" 

Something in his voice a little too desperate. Sven blinking again, trying not to look too pitying. 
"Uh yeah, okay, just lock up when you leave." 

"Thanks man." 

"No problem." 


Rich stepped inside as Sven shrugged into a leather jacket then walked to a dilapidated Chevy across the 


street, offering a hand in farewell as he drove away. 


Then he was alone with the dust and the silence. He went into the kitchen, dialing a long-recalled number on the 


wall extension. 

"Mom, did Chris tell you he was leaving town?" 

There was a pause which could have encompassed entire lifespans. 

"He told me not to mention it, he said he was going to tell you before he left” 

Rich was close to tears, hearing that tone in her voice, the one reserved for yet another sibling drama. 
"He's gone, so he lied to you too. Again. What a goddamn coward -" 

"Richard!" 


"Mom, cant you see what he's doing? He doesn't want us to be equal partners, he wants to control everything. 


If he's out in LA who knows what he's gonna be doing - with Pete, with the record company, the promoters -" 


She sighed. "I can't go through this again with you two. You have to stand up to him, Rich, go to him and work 
this out. If you two really want to have this band together then you're going to have to learn to work 


together - if you honestly can't like each other." The implication being that there was something wrong with 
both of them in their lack of affinity. 


"Mom he's not going to listen to me, he never listens to me!" 


She chuckled then, and he had a disrespectful unspoken reply of what the fuck are you laughing at, this isnt 
funny before bringing himself to heel. 


"Richard of course he listens to you, but you have to be talking to him in the right way.’ 


And he was returned, instantly, to that resolve created before the bottom had dropped out of the day. 


Miles and miles..roll on, roll on. Night fading from blue to black and back to blue again. 
Ím a nail, but you dont know where to hammer me in 


In certain moments it was only them - everyone else asleep in the bunks or in the lounge - just them in the 
back, on the bed, ideas going back and forth, ideas warring and finding resolution, grinning when a song came 
together just right. This was their life, this was the reason why. 


| know one million ways 


fo always pick the wrong thing to say. 


And then they would attempt to predict the sunrise, the slow spread of light beyond the environs they sped 
through, with a pause somewhere for fuel, their driver stretching and groaning as they watched him walk into 
the truck stop. Counting dirty semis, watching drivers parlay with glittering lot lizards, as the day revealed 
their sordid bargaining by degrees. Smells of breakfast and diesel. 


Locking the door, laying down, waiting to face one another until the bus was underway again. Looking up through 
the blinds to see Venus winking at the Sun. A sigh, a smile seen only by the one it was meant for. Fingertips, 
then hands, then a whispered admission, in the form of a stanza. An accusation, but delivered with affectionate 


mockery. 


Ive kept secret your superstitions 
and all its twisted wisdom 
that | fell into. 


Like allowing a butterfly to alight, the secret was not paying attention to its circling, make it appear as if it 
was the other's choice to seek contact. Feigning a sleepy attitude as The Sun progressed in moving closer, heat 
against his skin and an ache of wanting to bring the moment to its fulfillment, rather than suffer the slow 


torture of waiting for his brother to decide to allow himself the luxury of joy in their coupling - emotional, 


creative, relational, physical - when all he wanted was to move on his bete noir with all the force of his pride 


and his lust and burn down the world around them. 


Because that was love, to him, that deep intensity. He knew no other way to define it. 


"You're ruled by Jupiter," the girl told him. The one in the hallway waiting for Rich. She was under some 
mistaken notion that she had to be nice to him, that she had to pay attention to him at all, like that would 


make a difference somehow. Deter her inevitable disappointment with his brother. 


"| don't know if | go in for all that," Chris replied, making a show of looking over her head, as if he were 


expecting someone. 


"But the two of you are perfect," she breathed, "beauty and adventure, always moving forward but in an 


elegant way." 


He felt himself struck dumb by the observation - putting into words a feeling he'd carried, considering their 


blessings and blemishes - spending too much time on his own, a doomed romance with himself. 


"You are Fire and he is Earth, he will balance you and you will make him shine." 
/ wish | could feel grounded, instead | feel buried 


He looked in her watery eyes, like the bottom of a pond, made glamourous with artistic lines of kohl, lips 
painted in the blood of crushed berries - 

everything bleeds if only because we need to beleve 

but never agree, never accede 


- and put his hands on her slight shoulders, gently pushing her towards the wall 
"Just stay right there, honey. What's your sign, are you patient?" 


But he didn't wait to hear her reply. He placed himself behind the door of their inner sanctum, music blaring, 
smoke and booze mingling in the warm air, but somehow calmer than the scene in the hallway. The boys 
lounged, killing time and not too long to go till showtime, only Steve grazed the deli platter while keeping an eye 
on their warhorse portable TV where a football game unspooled. Rich had folded himself into a corner of a 


sofa with Doyle, typically pensive. 
"Girl out there gonna read your tea leaves, Rikki," he teased, receiving a raised middle finger for his troubles. 
He sunk down right next to the other, an elbow immediately in his ribs but not hard enough to hurt. Doyle 


whined, clambering over his master's lap to reach Chris. 


"Hey buddy," he crooned, rubbing velvety fur. 


"Just the one?" Rich murmured into his ear. 

"So far" 

His brother turned his head away and Chris frowned. 

"Hold up," he said, running his fingers through the other's hair. Rich flinched 
"What the fuck are you doing?" 

"You've got something tangled in your hair, just sit still 


Tension in the neck he placed his hand on. Steve wandered over, curious. Chris pulled out some kind of dead 


flower, withered and small 
"Who did you sleep with last night?" Steve asked, smirking 

"Fuck you" 

"No thanks!" he answered merrily, raising his hands and practically skipping to the other side of the room 
"Who in the world would wanna fuck you anyway?" Chris drawled. "You look like fuckin’ Sasquatch’ 

"Some chicks are into that," Steve replied, staring at the TV again 

"There," Chris said quietly, "now you're ready for your sycophants, dearie" 

"If you're done, let go of me" 

"Maybe you should wait, see who else lines up to suck your dick" 

"| bet its longer than the line to kick your ass’ 


"Aint nothin’ longer than that line," Steve cracked, following by a combined chorus of mocking laughter, but 
Rich would do nothing but smirk. 


"Who's kicking your ass now?" Cutlets asked, entering the room. 


"Every-damn-body,” Chris replied, rising and striking a dramatic pose, "bring ‘em on!" 


rather be a horse than a mule 
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Chris had become obsessed with "Society's Child’ after hearing WAOK had been burned to the ground for their 
refusal to stop playing the song and was muttering about how they should cover it. Steve shrugged, knowing it 
was easy enough to play but Rich balked. 

| get that it's important or whatever, but c'mon, it's so Shirelles, kinda. Like a folk Shirelles." 

"So?" 

"We don't play stuff like that. Why don't you write your own song about it?" 

"Wait, the Shirelles? It doesn't sound like that!" 


"Yeah it does, all those girls from New Jersey sang the same way.’ 


Steve snickered. Though Chris like to portray himself as the intellectual, Rich was always the one most likely to 


offer up an unexpected arcane observation. 
“Besides, if | tried to write a message song it would come out all wrong." 
"Well you gotta write ‘bout somethin," Rich drawled, as if dispensing homespun wisdom. 


More snickering from everyone save the original interlocutor. Steve could feel the vibe in the space tense like 


a wire, the mood could go either way: good-natured taunting or cruel bloodsport. 
"Like you even know?" Johnny asked, a bit of edgy cynicism coloring his question 


"Of course he doesn't,” Steve interjected, "but anyone can try to be empathetic to something like that." 


"Apathetic?" Johnny echoed, with perhaps deliberate confusion 
"Empathy, motherfucker, that's how it goes," Chris shot back. 
"Now that is a good line," Rich said, pointing at his brother. "But put something else on now, please." 


Steve flipped through a nearby stack of records, looking for something to steer the conversation to safer 
waters, even if yet another argument was apt to form. 


"We've sold millions of records but | doubt they would let me put ‘motherfucker’ on any of them," Chris 


observed, and that brought a collective sigh.much easier to invoke the eternal us and them than to turn the 


knives on each other. 


Pounding down the Wheaties - because those day-traders and accountants didn't fuck around in the Lunchtime 
League - Steve stood in his kitchen clad in gym shorts, t-shirt and Nike Airs, looking out the window over the 
sink, wondering how many people in Atlanta were going into record stores and buying their new album. 
Wondering how many were motivated by that key phrase, knowing they desired such a thing. He had given the 
test pressing one last spin a few days before, luxuriating in the knowledge that whatever it was, they had done 
their best to create it. And it was good to have something to distract oneself from such a crisis of 
expectancy, even if it was only a pickup basketball game. 

A gentle rap on the front door revealed his guitar player, lifting sunglasses to display clear blue eyes crinkled 
in merriment. But Rich didn't seem inclined to be invited in, interpreting his drummer's attire as evidence of a 
previous engagement. 

"Pete called me, said he got woken up by someone in A€R having a heart attack." 

"For real?" 

"Almost. Bilboard charts came out today." 


"Do | wanna know?" 

A smirk, a shrug. "Maybe not - we debuted at number one." 
"Hot 1002" 

"Yop. 


"Get the fuck out!" Then he laughed as if to say, we sure fooled all those assholes, didn’t we? 


"If l'm lyin’ l'm dyin" 
Fingers threaded through dark curls, pulling, amazement and shock warring for dominance. 

"Wow. Okay, | have to go get drunk now, | can't think about this" 

"Have you ever tried to play basketball drunk? What's that like?" 

"As long as you don't have to shoot from the foul line, not as hard as you think, smartass- 

"You know what this means, right?" 

enaus 

"Well yeah, but, we're not cool anymore. That's what it means” 

"Well still get bad reviews, though. So we're still kinda cool." 

Rich shook his head, full-on grinning now. "Naw, it's all over. Maybe we shoulda stuck with the original tile." 
A moment of confusion and then a flash of recall. Souled-Out 

"Does Chris know?" 

"Not yet. Pete called me ‘cause he knew Id be awake. 

"Whaddya think he's gonna do?" 

"Go on over to the house and tell Dad, ‘| told you so! 

"He's never gonna get over that, is he?" 

A frown "Probably not! 

"My dad's already cool with the whole thing, he said, ‘Guess you signed with the right team, buddy." 
Another smirk "Yeah, because everything can be reduced to a sports metaphor.” 

"For some people, yeah. You oughta get out more, Young Rich 


"Been around the whole damn world, practically, and you know what | know?" 


"What 


"People are generally stupid" 


Steve sighed. For as much as they liked to mock Chris for his anger issues, Rich was just as insufferable, 
though he was better at keeping it subtle. 


"Stupid enough to buy our record, I'll drink to that!" 
The response came over his shoulder as the fair-haired boy departed. "Go bounce your ball, Gorman" 


"The new voice of a generation, ladies and gentlemen!" Steve cracked in his best announcers voice, and a raised 


middle finger appeared instantly. 


"They never look like they belong in the same room, much less the same house, same band, whatever," Steve's 


cousin once decreed, not long after being introduced to their traveling sideshow. 
"Are you kidding me? They've got the same exact chin, of course they're related!" Steve replied. 
"Never figured you for a guy checking out people's chins and all." 


| have unexpected complexity - deal with it" 


Chris was used to being threatened by people - such were the consequences of also being outspoken and 
difficult. But whenever it was someone right in front of him, he could always concoct a strategy in the space 


between the threat and his reaction. 


"You know why you had to be our drummer?" he asked Steve one night as they drove back from a club date 


in Raleigh. 

"Because | was the only one you knew?" 

"Naw, because you look scary when you don't shave, and that's helpful." 

Steve rolled his eyes. "I can't go punching every asshole you provoke and be your drummer, you know." 
"Hell, you can't always do one of those jobs consistently anyway," Rich piped up from the back of the van. 


"And yet you managed to alienate every other drummer in town, hmm." 


"Aww honey you know you're the one," Chris teased, laying it on thick. 


"The only one foolish enough to put up with you knuckleheads, yeah. Hey man, drop me off at the Silver Skillet 


when we get to town" 

"We're gonna get back way before b30" 

"| dont care, | need a Southern Breakfast or | will surely perish, darlin” 

"Man you are plum crazy if you think you can hang out on l4th Street at 4 o'clock in the fuckin’ mornin” 
‘Child, what do you know about being on 4th Street at 4 o'clock in the morning?" Chris asked Rich. 

"Don't make this about me, this is about Steve being stupid and we clearly have to stop him" 


Steve sat up, waving his hands. "Wait a minute, what is crazy about a plum, exactly? Why not an orange or a 


peach?" 
"A peach ain't gonna be crazy," Chris responded, “that's why it's a peach." 
"Stupid? Stupid with hunger definitely!" 


"Do you think Jeff and Johnny have been robbed and dumped on the side of the highway? Those girls, | dunno 


"Well a plum is crazy because, uh, it just is." 

"And that's logic?" 

"About as logical as you wanting to sit in front of the Silver Skillet so you can be the first in the door." 
‘| mean, not that they had anything valuable on them, but -" 

"They might be half-dead, but they'd better make it back to town, we've got a gig tomorrow.’ 

"Today, technically." 

"Should we go back and get ‘em?" 

"Hell, let's just pick ‘em up on the way back up there." 


Their conversations always circled back to a point of mutual understanding. 


Are you the reason that he broke his back? 
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/ got it all babe 

| got your wishing well 

/ got it all babe 

Í got your crescent moon 
/ got it all babe 

Í| got your silver spoon 

/ got it all babe 

well, | got a remedy.. 


"You can't just fix it," the girl said to him, the one waiting for Rich. She had received the nod from The Sun in 
his heaven, the raising of eyebrows, just the slightest of flirtatious glances, and that was enough to please 
her, as the song said. 


Chris, who thought this one was interesting in a way most of the others were not, raised his own eyebrows. 


"Fix what, honey?" 


"That void inside you." Her voice was raspy from screaming and singing and the smoke and sweaty humidity of 
the venue, she glistened with lust and euphoria His ears were ringing and he imagined hers did too. But her 
Voice was quiet and not merely from the attendant wear and tear. "That's why there's so little of you left" 


He thought she was high, but maybe didn’t look it. He wasn't even really thinking about the implications of their 
conversation.he was still stuck on that moment, his seductive rap - the audience interpreted it as some 
backstage-hotel room come on - 

do ya want it 

- delivered with moans and gasps, both his own and Rich on the slide, Johnny and Steve portraying the steady 
pulse of heartbeats, Ed bubbling underneath on the Rhodes, the question asked again and again, with the 


audience's volume increasing in response 


(YEAH) 


then turning to the one he had been thinking of all along as the band took up that loping shuffle, that bump- 


and-grind swagger, and the refrain it was still so strange to hear the audience yell back to him. 
„for all of the things ever been 


Because that's who he was asking, when he asked for a cure. The one Chris thought might make him whole if 
he would just look him in the eye when it truly mattered. 


| ain't particular 


He didn't dwell on this every night, only a night which didn't contain room for all the things - 
all of the things ever been 
- he might be thinking of. 


| gotta know, baby, are you takin to me 


"Do ya talk to these girls before you fuck them?" Chris asked, point-blank. "Because some of them, brother 


mine, some a'them maybe ain't quite right, you know what | mean?" 
The inquiry was sung to Rich, meant to echo the nightly rap of the "Remedy" jam. 
‘lm sure you would know." An answer cool as a slice of watermelon served on an August afternoon 


Are ya gonna wash my hair? 

Are ya gonna be my wishing well? 

Are ya gonna be the pearly gates of Heaven, baby 
are ya gonna be the black gates of Hell? 

Are ya gonna move me, baby 

/ wanna know, are ya gonna touch me, baby 

/ wanna know, are ya goma touch me now 


deep inside. 


"He barely talks to us, what makes you think he talks to them?" Steve asked, and it was purely rhetorical, of 


course. Rich's taciturnity had become a running joke among his bandmates. 


| been lookin’ high, baby 
/ been lookin’ low. 


"If | could find some people worth talkin’ to, then | surely would" A bit more Southern-fried ridicule, ladled on 
like sausage gravy. The bless your heart only implied, not spoken aloud. 


It all starts when you try 
do you wanna try 


| might just take you upstairs now 

| might just let you wash my hair now 

and | might let you falk sweet fo me 

and | might let you say all kinda things to me, baby 


"I just worry that if you end up disappointing one of those girls," Chris said, getting in Rich's face and lowering 
his voice, but not enough that he couldn't be heard by everyone else in the room at the time, "when you don't 
make her happy, well, she might hurt you." 

"What?" Derisive confusion slowly turning to understanding. The clear eyes taking on a stormy cast. 

"You know..if you don't make her come, | mean Isn't that what they're saying in every town?" 

"Y'all need to get him out of here," Rich stated, quietly menacing. 

"Honey, you should go..she's waitin’ on ya, though maybe | warned her not to expect too much." 

Everyone seemed to be holding their breath as they glared at each other. 

but ya gotta know, when youre through 

the things Im gonna do fo you 


ya gotta know, that ya better be tellin’ the truth 


A hard shove in response, sending his brother against the bodies of his traitorous bandmates, none of them 


daring to say a word.but neither was a word spoken in his defense. The door slammed behind him. 


The breath was expelled, but there was silence for quite a while. Someone put a record on - Smokin’ - and by 
the time they flipped it over and commenced a sing-along to "30 Days in the Hole," everyone was drunk enough 
to forget they had all been completely mortified by the game of chicken their leaders were playing, and to 
what purpose - a thing best left unexamined. 


When it was time to get back on the bus, Steve slung Chris over his shoulder, the other singing in a loud 


drunken fashion, without nuance or soul, something closer to the realm of parody. 


Can | have some remedy? 
Remedy for me, please. 

F | had my brother's dick 
ld take it all to please me. 


"Jesus, you are fuckin’ gone," Steve declared, practically throwing Chris onto the bed in the back. "You better 


not have puked on me, hoss." 


"Steeeeve," Chris pleaded, "my eyes won't close.” 


Steve leaned down and saw those mocking blue eyes were actually shut tight. 
"Just go to sleep already, you are righteously fucked up." 


"L am," and the voice seemed too raw and real at that moment to be intoxicated. "| surely am." 


my fair-haired and lovely brother 
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In the midst of such confused, aggravated, bizarre, resentful, and just plain stupid events as defined the 
recording of an aloum so-named for a state of intemperance, an earthquake struck the participants as entirely 
appropriate - and everyone had a surreal story to tell regarding what had occurred and what they were doing 
at 4:30am. 

Except for Chris: who claimed he couldn't recall what he was doing, who he was doing it with, whether he was 
awake, or if maybe he hadn't just imagined the whole thing. The rest of them required wasting an entire day - 
when they were allowed to return to Conway - discussing their actions and reactions and thoughts while 
drinking whatever was left over from the previous session Rich refrained, of course, though he looked shaken 


enough (and weren't they all) to have started drinking right then 


"Why would anyone want to live here," he kept muttering, more to himself as it was a question even the one 


he meant to direct it to wouldn't have answered 
"So Im standing there with a pillowcase full of my shoes -" Steve was saying 

"- which wouldn't have fit anybody else in the entire hotel, | bet,” Johnny interjected 

'- and lm telling Bjork, ‘I'm getting married in two months, | can't die, my fiancee would kill me!" 
Ed brayed with laughter. "Yeah, she'd dig you up and kill you agai" 

Everyone thought it was hilarious because it was that kind of day. 

"Wait, why did you have a pillowcase full of shoes?" Rich asked 

"And she said, ‘Oh, congratulations,’ like, really polite and all, but | couldn't make her laugh 


Ed shrugged. "Girls don't think the same things are funny, sometimes." 


"Broken glass," Steve replied, looking over at Rich. "I thought there'd be a bunch of broken glass and people 


would be barefoot because everyone had been asleep, and | didn't want anyone to get hurt" 
Everyone nodded, thinking it very wise on his part indeed. 
“Still can't get through to Mom, she must be losing her mind right now," Rich noted, after a time. 


"Yeah | couldn't even call here from my hotel earlier," Marc said, from a slump so profound he could barely be 
seen in the chair. "| lost my watch, | think. | don't know." 


Silence, a silence required for thinkin’ and drinkin’ as any number of country songs might attest. No one with 
the momentum to even decide to do anything, Rich looking over at the phone several times, willing it to ring. It 
didn't even matter who was calling. He thought about how he'd driven around any number of traffic blocks to 


get to Chris' house scant hours later, every aftershock tremor squeezing his heart, only to be greeted with, 
"What earthquake? Really?" 
Typical. You're so fucking oblivious fo everything around you, even an Act of God 


"Is someone trying to tell us something, ya think?" Steve asked. He was grinning, thus attempting to ease the 


existing tension. 
"Why would God care about us at all, much less about us making this record?" Rich snapped. 


"There's something weird about this whole thing," Marc murmured. He raised his wrist, but then remembered 


the missing accessory. 
"Say what you want about Detroit, but we don't have earthquakes," Ed assured them all 


"Yeah ‘cause that's such a compelling argument in its' favor," Rich replied, his familiar sarcasm returning. He 


was rewarded by a few weak snickers. 


"So is our producer -" the word freighted with heavy irony "- going to make an appearance today?" Steve 


finally saying what had to be said, eventually. 


"No idea," Rich said, but without anger. He imagined he would get angry again but today everyone was scared 
and depressed and just wanted to go home. He was beginning to realize that a disaster created all sorts of 
intangible desires. He wanted to return to a place which no longer existed, but which bore some resemblance to 


home, and it just happened to be in Atlanta. 


"I have seen some weird shit," Rich liked to say, "but, you know, we just call it a gig" 


Perhaps none so strange as witnessing Steve and his cousin stumbling through the Louvre, hung over and 


argumentative. 
| wanna see the Van Goghs!" Jeffrey kept insisting, whining like a small child. 
"Honey, this is the Louvre, the greatest museum in the world, there are plenty of cool things to look at." 


"Fuckin tourists," he declared, coming up on their comical forms, short and tall. "All that's missing is the 
Bermuda shorts." 


Steve raised a hand in greeting, Jeffrey looked embarrassed 
"| was hoping Id be the only one here, you know?" 

"This is a free country -" Steve snapped 

"Wait - | thought they had a queen?" Jeffrey interrupted 


"Is a democracy," Rich said, spacing the last word out with all the intended ridicule implied. "So yeah, 


whatever, but couldn't you have gone - | dunno - to the zoo?" 
"There's a zoo here?" Jeffrey exclaimed. 


A withering glance from both men sent his gaze back to the guidebook, attempting to ascertain where the Van 


Goghs were located. 
"Rich, seriously, you can't avoid the entire fucking band, it's just not logistically possible." 
"Well I'm an optimist." 


"Dude, | am not related to you, I've done nothing to you, | am, in fact, attempting to support you in your 
musical endeavors. So | suggest that you adjust your attitude accordingly.” 


"Or what?" 
Steve folded his arms across his chest and looked long into the eyes of his would-be antagonist 
"Let me put it this way: | think you'd prefer me as Switzerland instead of Russia’ 

Rich grinned, then cracked up, and eventually the cousins laughed as well 


"You're in the wrong museum," he informed them. "Van Gogh is in the Musee d'Orsay." 


"Aw man!" Jeffrey exclaimed loudly, and several people turned, shock registering in their expressions at what 
they perceived to be their boorish behavior. 


"Ugly Americans," Rich said, with a bow, "I bid you adieu" 


"Yeah well you're the one who seems to have confused autodidact with asshole, my friend." Steve offered in 


farewell 

Another laugh. "I think you've got me confused with some other Robinson" 
"Not likely." 

After a moment Jeffrey began to move in the same direction 

"Hoss, where do you think you're going?" 

"You heard the man, we're in the wrong museum" 

"No we're here because | want to be here. C'mon" Steve gestured to the opposite corridor. 
"But —" 

"Your job is to keep the talent happy. That would be me." 

"L am related to you, so what does that get me?" 

"Not much." 


"Coulda figured that out on my own," the other grumbled as they set out on a quest for culture. 


He had tried to block out the voice, the one spouting metaphors as confession 

ls it me, or should I lock the door. 

Tried to listen to this music simply as music, but understanding that he could no more do that than cut off 
one of his hands and still expect to play the guitar. Understanding that the sum of whatever they achieved - 


then, now, and likely forever - had to emerge as the result of their twinned perspective. 


Because it's bad blood time again 


Tried to listen from a remove, an objective point of view which wasn't possible. So, then, to decide if this was 


what he wanted to say, if what he heard of himself in the music was something worth hearing. 
sleeping with the snakes 


"This was all your idea and | can't fucking figure out what its supposed to be! Don't you think you should let 


me in on it?" 


A curse, a clue, the same to me 


regardless of your sympathy. 
No longer possessing that instant empathy, a kind of telepathy, which came from living the same life. 
"We always know it when we hear it, don't we?" 


But they weren't hearing the same thing any longer. His first impulse was to get everyone else involved, make 
everyone take a stand. But that ran counter to his instincts - this was their music, everyone else only the 


tools they used to create it. 
So what do you do when you don't even know the person who is supposed to know you best? 


The weeks passed and the more he listened, his fear at what they had done increased. It was all a rambling, 
shambling mess. There were some great songs - some of the greatest music he'd written thus far - but 
there was also songs which didn't belong, didn't resolve to the type of transcendence he thought their music 
deserved. But he was certain his brother thought it was all brillant, and it had been hard enough to achieve 
what was there on the tapes. He tried sequencing the tracks several different ways, but even so it didn't make 
a difference. It was excessive - and he could concede that excess was a necessary component of their sound - 
but all out of proportion to the emotional peaks and troughs meant to be invoked by the songs. It was bloated, 
and he thought that anyone else - who had no idea how it had been recorded - would be able to hear it too. 


Donning metaphorical armor of his own, he went forth to battle. Journeying to the occult dungeon, a place he 


perceived as unclean: blood and sweat-stained, stale and wrung-out, dusty and dingy and dull. To rescue his 


sovereign. 


"Look, | rented a house at the beach, c'mon. | can't talk to you here." 

It was obvious Chris was in a bad way, clothes hanging off his bones, deep crevasses of sleeplessness beneath 
those blue eyes meant to be piercingly bright, but now faded like threadbare denim.held aloft by his hair and 
sheer determination, gripping the door frame a bit too tightly. 


"What, move in with you, man? | think its too late for that." 


"We've got to tak about the record. And | need you to be sober, okay?" 
"For how long?" 

"| don't fucking know! Until we agree on what to do, | guess." 

"Man, we don't need to have a fuckin’ pow-wow, or whatever ~" 


Rich leaned in, even as he cringed at the way his brother smelled, tried not to wonder what he had been doing 


in lieu of bathing. 

"| just..need you." Looking underneath what he saw to the person he knew was still in there, the one who 
wanted him and had been trying to slowly kill himself rather than deal with the consequences of what they had 
wrought. 


"You can't just say that now - you can't -" 


"I let you have your way, and why? Because | love you. Don't punish me for that. If you love me, then please 


come with me so we can work this out." 

| have always -" 

"Then prove it. This isn't even about the record, and you know it. You always say | never put my heart on the 
line, but I'm doing it now, okay? | need you. You left me, but I'm here now because you wanted me to be, and 


you can't turn me away." 


A dramatic sigh, eyes rolling upward as if to appeal to a god he wasn't sure his brother believed in at the 


moment. "Don't do this to me -" 


If you love me, if you haven't been lying to me for years now - or all of our lives - then if | need you, you 


need to be there." 


And he saw it: the moment Chris surrendered to his own burden of guilt, pushing the resentment into a space 


surely too small to fit, but he did it anyway. Sighing again, pulling at his dirty hair. 

"Then take me there, Rikki. But buy me a burrito first, okay? | can't remember the last time | ate." 
‘| was gonna make you some chili." 

A grin. “And cornbread too? You must really be courtin' -" 


"Get in the car, you're ruining this already." 


"Wouldn't be me if | wasn't, honey." 


thorn stuck in my side 


Author's Notes: 
Trigger warning: incest (implied and suggested and portrayed). 


This story attempts to explain the eventual dissolution of a dysfunctional relationship containing moments of 


heartbreaking beauty. 


This story incorporates multiple viewpoints—although Chris and Rich are the primary characters. Steve is also 


a prevalent character, and there are appearances from nearly everyone in the band. 


Chris and Rich had never possessed any aspiration to actual labor in their lives, others than whatever it might 
take to get by. What they did expend their effort on, that was for love, and in the throes of a powerful 
obsession. And so the process of making themselves into a real band - rather than whatever half-assed idea 


they'd been holding onto instead - was the hardest work they'd ever willingly agreed to. 

When George told them he was willing to spend his own money in order to make a record that would showcase 
how special they were, knowing someone would sign them if only he could make that record as proof, mentor 
them and use the best of his abilities in service of the goal, they acknowledged the necessity of the sacrifice 
as well as his generosity. But he was as blunt as their father, in his way. 

"Your songs are shit, which is kinda shocking because you guys do have good taste in music. But it's all that 
jangly-flat dynamic crap that everybody else around here is playing. Now when you play a cover, you guys 
actually sound like you're going somewhere, like you know who you are." 


"We are who we are," Chris said, not in angry retort but rather as a statement of certainty. 


"Ah Youth," George sighed, eyes twinkling. "Correct me if I'm wrong, but | thought you gave a shit about my 


opinion” 

"Yeah definitely," Rich piped up, needing to get his comment in before Chris fired off another response. 

"| just mean -" 

"Yeah | know what you mean. Someone can think they know who they are, but thats not what they're showing 
to everyone else. Consistency of vision - these are the kinds of things you have to be certain of. You have to 


live and die by that person, not hide inside of him." 


None of them truly understood what he meant until they became infamous. 


"C'mon in here and play this fuckin’ triangle, man." 

"I'm a drummer, | play the drums" 

"You bang on shit -" 

"The drums How many more times do | have to say it?" 


"Clearly the man believes he cannot play a triangle, whatever," George said, wanting to maintain order even 


though the sessions had moved so fast they couldn't fall behind if they tried. 
"That's right, | am the man, so stop hasslin’ me!" 


Chris turned to their producer with a look of crosseyed annoyance. "Georgie man, why did you have to give 


Steve a compliment? We have to lve with him" 

"Hey, | calls it like | sees it, and this man played the shit outta that song. 

"Ya can't deny if!" Steve declared, grinning, 

"| can! | can deny anything | want to, like your general intelligence, for one thing. 


George stretched in his chair and yelled down the corridor. "Rich! Please come in here and deal with your 
brothers!" 


"L am not related to those knuckleheads, so don't even try to lump me in!" 
"| don't know those guys," Rich called back from the lounge. 


"I will play the fuckin’ triangle," Chris said, making a show of storming into the live room. "Have to do 
everything else around here." 


"You are an obstinate motherfucker, Gorman," George observed, favoring Steve with another grin 


"Look at me," Steve said, gesturing down the line of his body. "Does it look like either of those two can make 
me do anything?" 


"We could take you," Chris retorted. 


"Together, maybe, but first you'd actually have to agree on something.” 


"Well that's never gonna happen," George observed, and the people in the control room laughed heartily for 
quite some time. 


Turning onto Bill Murdock Road, Chris felt a reflexive touch of hopelessness, which he equated with high school 
in general. Though he affectionately derided his brother's overall personality, he did support the rebellion 
burning within Rich in response to the boredom and rigidity of the premises - they were used to creating 
their own world with their creativity, and educational institutions in general were anathema to the way their 
brains worked. Not that he would ever admit that he and Rich were alike in any way, of course. But plenty of 
other people did it for them. 


He parked across the street and scanned the bodies milling out of the complex, searching for a familiar mass 
of honeyed hair, a certain loping stride, a face set in lines of blank neutrality. He drummed his fingers on the 
steering wheel and hummed "China Cat Sunflower" to himself, while also entertaining the thought that they all 
needed to learn to groove more, as musicians and human beings. This was followed by a craving for pizza and 
also to ask out that Goth girl he saw sometimes in Little Five Points, down in front of Crystal Blue, her exotic 
persona almost like a negative space compared to the tranquil blue of the storefront. He only knew her by 

sight, had almost talked to her a party last year, though her name remained unknown. But every time he saw 
her he felt a phantom connection. Then something told him to look left, and there was Rich crossing the road. 


"I think maybe you could have parked even farther away than this," he cracked when he entered the passenger 
side. 


"You know | can't get too close to that place, bad fuckin’ juju." 

"Tandy wanted a ride, but we're not going home, right?" 

"Naw - Steve doesn't have to work today, so let's play him the new songs." 

"Alright." 

As they pulled out into departing traffic, Rich waved at a cluster of girls waiting on a bus, his smile subdued 
but genuine. They waved back, and one of the girls yelled, "Hi Chris!" As his brother called out greetings and 
waved, Rich took the steering wheel, fearing an accident. 

"Damn, you really can't do two things at once!" 


"Can so, they just have to be complimentary things.’ 


"| don't even wanna know." 


"You might learn somethin, honey." 
"| doubt it" 


Back at the house, they were greeted by the sight of a disheveled kitchen, all the cabinet doors and drawers 


open, their drummer sorting through the contents now piled on the countertops. 

"Do we have a toaster?" he asked. 

Chris frowned. "Why would we need one?" 

"Because people eat toast, you weirdo," Rich answered, rolling his eyes. 

‘More importantly because Jeff gave me a whole case of Toastems - they're not even expired!" 

"| like them Danish Go-Rounds," Chris said, picking up a skillet like it was some kind of archaeological artifact. 


"Of course you do, because they cost twice as much! But now we shall breakfast like kings.” The last was said 


in an approximation of a posh English accent, and his audience srickered. 
"Are they the kind with the animals on the box?" Rich asked. 
"Naw, just regular. So.how attached is your mom to her toaster?" 


This question struck them as mutually hilarious, but eventually Rich answered. "Man, just come over and look 


all pitiful, she can never resist when you give her the whole ‘I'm just a growing boy' speech." 
"But not when Dad's around, a'course,” Chris interjected 

"Lay off, its you he doesn't like, Steve's fine." 

"Wait, how did you get a whole case of Toastems - are they stolen?" 


Steve paused to ponder the question. "Huh. Maybe, | didn't ask. But he said sometimes stuff falls off the truck 
and gets dented and then the market doesn't want it after that." 


His bandmates, having been raised as retail scions, smirked at this. 
"Next time tell him you want a dented case of Danish Go-Rounds." 


"Never mind that piddly-ass shit, ask for something good, like them frozen waffles. You can put anything on a 
waffle." 


"Ketchup," Steve challenged. "You're telling me you can put ketchup on a waffle." 


"When y'all get high," Rich countered, "I guarantee you'll put any damn thing on a waffle and say it's the best 


thing you ever ate!" 
"The child makes a good point," Chris said. "Go tell that boy to leggo my Eggo." 


Their laughter was all out of proportion to the joke itself, but in the world they created no one could make 


them laugh as hard as each other. 


one last backslide 
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Ive been down, but never on my knees 


Once again called Home, but this time it was all agreed upon. Somehow bonhomie had arisen out of the last 
tour, though Chris tended to believe it all had to do with whether Rich decided he could endure the presence 
of everyone else. Chris liked to think that he had never hated everyone at the same time. He had hated 
various people at various times, but there was always someone whom he stand to be around, and as long as 


that person was willing to hang out and listen to him ramble, share a bong and bang a gong, then it was gravy. 


Purple Dragon was a small studio, but he told himself it was cozy, they needed to nurture this unity they had 
agreed to experience, he could imagine them all sitting practically on top of one another in the control room, 
dogs underfoot, varying conversations, jokes, ribbing, and creative fire. And it had a mirror ball, how cool was 
that? Plus, as it was located in Midtown that meant it was easily accessible to everyone, no excuses for 


running late to a session Most importantly they could afford to hire it themselves. 


"We need to stay loose, kill it, and then deal with the festival," Steve declared when the three of them 
convened at Rich's house after two weeks off, over a meal of smothered chicken and rice, baking powder 


biscuits, and peach cobbler. 

"Kill what?" Chris asked, winking at his brother. 

"Go back to that thing of making an album where we just do it without the drama." Steve's tone was level, and 
Chris knew him well enough that he also knew his drummer was holding himself back from becoming 


exasperated. "| mean, its been so long we just don't remember what that's like." 


"We've got plenty of songs," Rich noted, stirring his glass of sweet tea. "So we should be ready to bang ‘em 


out as soon as we can book the time." 


"Dude, can you make these biscuits for us every day?" Steve pleaded, inhaling yet another covered in butter. 


"Only if you wanna become as pleasingly plump as the cook here," Chris jibed. Not as if he meant to be mean, 
but he was worried about Rich's slide into ordinary-ness, that he now seemed content to look like any other 
guy. His brother was beautiful, he glowed, but Chris wasn't seeing any of that in the man who sat before 
him..though the boy could cook some food, that was absolutely a fact. 


"You burn water, bubba," was all Rich said in response, smugly spearing a piece of carrot. Also seeming to hold 


himself back from orneriness. 

I'm okay with being a fat slob in the studio," Steve noted. "Makes me play harder, Bonzo-style." 

"So you really think they'll just accept an album they didn't advance us any money to make?" Chris asked. It 
was Rich's idea and while he didn't take issue with the origin of the idea, he was suspicious of the potential 
reception of such a project. Then again he was always suspicious of the motives and behavior of record 
executives. 

"Considering how they feel about us right now?" Rich asked rhetorically. 

"They'll probably thank us, considering how Three Snakes sold." 

It did alright, its a great record!" Chris protested. 


"Yeah but it didn't do as well as Amorica | believe that's referred to as ‘diminishing returns,” Steve rejoined. 


"We can't worry about making them happy," Chris asserted, and he knew the others agreed with them, but 
they each looked dubious. "Since when do we care about that stuff?" 


"We could afford not to worry it about three years ago," Rich replied, keeping his voice low and calm. "But now 


| think we should at least fry to give them something they'll want to sell." 


"| think if we give them an album that sounds like we wanted to make it, then that's enough. An album that 


sounds like we're a band Nobody can do us better than us when we're truly being who we are." 


The brothers nodded in tandem, it never stopped being both amusing and spooky to their colleague and now 


only sometimes friend. 


"Damn Gorman, that's almost philosophicall" Chris teased, smiling. "Did you make some ice cream to put on that 


cobbler, Rikki?" 


"Who the fuck do you think you're dealing with?" Rich said, taking his plate to the sink and then removing a 


plastic tub from the freezer. "I don't make no half-assed supper, bubba" 


‘Okay that's two - if you call me that again I'mma have to clock ya, child” 


Laughing..there was something about Home which did, indeed, feel like home. 


"Happy Fuckin’ New Year!" was the communal greeting when they all boarded the bus for New Orleans and 
their first show of the new year. Discussions of Christmas gifts, New Year's Eve debauchery and domestic 
drama provided the soundtrack for the day's journey, though a general glazed and dazed demeanor set in after 
a few hours. Although Chris was fond of saying that he never liked to be home for too long, twelve days off 
was not much in the grand scheme of their lives. After the bus stopped at a Waffle House somewhere in 
Alabama for lunch, with the boys wondering if anyone would recognize them (and being vaguely disappointed 
that no one did), the mood was subdued during the remainder of the drive, as Jeff and Steve battled for 
domination of various Sega Genesis games, Johnny gave Jeffrey a tarot reading, while in the back the brothers 


quietly and elliptically discussed the only current events which interested them: their own lives. 
"Why was everybody so weird to us?" Rich asked, his voice tinged with offense. He could finally voice what he 
had been feeling for days, now that they had departed from the place which was no longer the place it had 


once been 


"Jealous," Chris replied "It happens, hell, we used to feel that too, sometimes - and for people who didn't even 


deserve it" 

"Well yeah, but, it wasn't even that, more like -" 

"What?" 

"Like they didn't recognize us." 

| barely recognize myself some days. 

"That's not a surprise, but no. can't say what | mean, | guess, but it was weird" 
"| know what it is." 

Rich smirked. "No you don't." 


"I dol It was Mom, bein’ all freaked out about stuff. And now you've got that voice in your head, sayin’ stuff 
like, You cant trust these people, they don’t know you" 


"Well that is true." 


"| don't give a good goddamn what any of them think because they're not here and they're not us. Only we 


know what is real and what isn't. You and me." 


"And | wonder about you sometimes.” 

"That's why | need you - toes in the dirt, that's my Rikki." 

Rich rolled his eyes, but then he smiled, taking in the sight of Chris. His overall demeanor had changed the 
minute they got on the bus, visibly brightening at the thought of being the rock star again. Even in a pensive 
mood he was grinning. 

"How do you think its gonna be?" Rich asked. "Now that we finally know what we're after?" 

"Its gonna be wild, child, ain't no lie." Chris cracked himself up with his rhyme. 

Neither of them could have known this journey would change everything and perhaps it was for the best that 
they resided in a complicit insular bubble on that particular day, as they traveled the South 65 on the way to 
their greater destiny. They got up from the bed and stood in the doorway between the bedroom and the 


lounge, looking down the aisle at everyone on board. 


"Our boys on the bus, home in the rearview, big city comin’ up, and the road rolls on.what's better than 


that?" 
"It would be beter if this bus didn't already smell so bad." 


I'm not showerin’ till after the gig!" Steve proclaimed, looking at the TV as he frantically stabbed the controller 
with his thumbs. 


"Yeah thanks for that update, you slovenly cretin," Rich responded. 

"Look out!" Jeffrey piped up. "The Snake has been watching Masterpiece Theatre again!" 

"Goddamn, its not my fault none of y'all ever read a book on purpose.” 

"Heeeey now," Johnny said, "you watch that shit - ain't none of us idjts. Well, Steve maybe, but -" 
"Aww man, you best sleep with one eye open tonight, Colt!" 

"Sleep? Motherfucker who do you think | am?!" 

Chris leaned against his brother, their faces touching. "Good times, brother mine," he whispered. 


Rich smiled, embodying absolute joy in the moment. "Yeah," he replied. 


"the lost art of alchemy" 
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One of Chris' favorite jokes: "My brother is such a control freak that he tried to get his son to be born on 
the same day he was. But that stubborn child came a week early instead." 


They called Taylor the first Baby Crowe, and he was spoiled by everyone, not just his grandparents. Rich was 
thoroughly fascinated by his son: here he was, a human being he had helped to create. More tangible than a 


song on the radio or an album in the store. And far more beautiful than he had ever been 


"Lookit how pale he is, it's that Scotch-Irish blood for sure," Chris said when he first held him. He kissed 
Taylor's forehead. "Little sunbeam. Makes you think about eternity, you know?" 


Rich nodded as if he understood, but for him everything was unfolding in the eternal now: every breath, every 
blink, every heartbeat. He wondered, if their next child was also a boy, if those brothers would learn to be 


friends. And would they understand each other anyway, either way. 


Steve grimaced, giving a shrug as he laid into the beat. It felt like learning to drive at that moment, all minute 
stops-and-starts. He kept his focus on Rich, waiting for them to synch up. He was the motor but Rich was 
the driver, the only one he truly paid attention to onstage during a gig. They all had been yelling at each other 
ten minutes ago but now they were attempting to take that energy and beat it senseless. Rich stared at him, 
eyes intense, and Steve focused in on the rhythm of the riff and it finally clicked. He didn't receive a smile for 
his efforts, but Rich's forehead smoothed out and that was proof enough they were ready to do their job. 


He looked out at the crowd, recognizing several superfans in the front row who had followed them all over the 
region, totally into the song, and smiled. Sometimes Steve forgot there were actual people out there. The 
bubble they called The Black Crowes might warp and flutter but somehow it managed to stay intact. But that 
also meant it tended to smother them, if even just a bit. 


He pulled into the driveway of his home, put the car in park and turned off the ignition, then sat there for 
several minutes staring into the past, a mosaic of time and place. D'yani came out of the house and stood on 
the front step, observing her husband, looking for tears but knowing he wasn't likely to shed them. Or maybe 
he had, in a place no one was allowed to see. That was his way. 


This was probably the worst argument they'd ever had, because it was about something that neither of them 
could ever be right about. 


"Im not saying you shouldn't ever get married, but you have fought with her so much ~" 

"| fight with everybody, haven't you been payin’ attention?" 

"C'mon man, don't be flip about this. Didn't you say you were glad you never proposed to her?" 
"| felt that way at one time, yeah. But not now! 

"Just because you get married doesn't mean its going to change. Believe me, | know" 

"Yeah ‘cause you're the expert now, right? With your grand prize." 


The person you know best in the world is also the person who knows best how to hurt you. 


envy, swollen and sweet 


Though they'd been careful - but honest - about showing gratitude to their benefactors on high for being 
selected as their opening act, when the call came to open for the only other act bigger than the tour they 
were currently a part of, the obvious answer was oh fuck yes 


And watching "Rocks Off," from behind Keith's amps, a song they had sung along to so many times it was like 
reciting the Pledge of Allegiance, they turned to each other, luminous joy in their expressions. 


"He's so fucking cooll" Chris said in Rich's ear. 
Rich found himself grooving during "Honky Tonk Women," a song he could hear a thousand times and absolutely 


love it each time. To see and hear it played right in front of him, he felt like he was dreaming. His body did 


things he wouldn't normally allow it to do in public. Chris squeezed his shoulder and he leaned into the touch. 


"So fucking cool," Rich agreed. 


He didn't know what to do with this girl, who wanted to falk to him. 
"You say you're not friends, but when | saw you guys you were so together. So into each other." 


He turned away from her, not that she could have seen the anger in his carefully composed expression. He 


held onto the edge of the mattress and breathed it out, a long exhale. 
"Do you need them to call you a cab?" he asked. "I'll pay for it” 
A long pause. "So that's how it is, huh? Whatever. | can pay for my own fuckin’ cab." 


He shrugged, and busied himself with his guitar as she dressed and rummaged through her purse, applying 
fresh lipstick before departing. 


"I feel sorry for whoever she is. Your old lady, waiting at home. ‘Cause | couldn't put up with this brick wall 


shit for five minutes, and | bet you do it to her all the time." 
‘I'm sorry," he mumbled, and he even meant it. 
He heard her take a breath, as if she meant to launch a retort, but then thought better of it. 


She slammed the door and he flinched, clutching his prized Martin, the only thing which had ever truly 


comforted him. After a few moments the silence was too much and so he began strumming. 


"Heavy symbolism," Chris intoned. "That's what we need for the next video." 

Rich srickered. "I'd like to see you on a chain gang." 

Steve cracked up. "Wait - that's it! Let's remake Cool Hand Luke!" 

Though two of them had ingested mushrooms and the other had not, they all agreed that might actually be a 
cool idea. They had been promised a big budget and wanted to do something different, a little play set to music. 
The only other narrative option for "Hotel Illness" was a road video and they'd already done that, so Chris - 


who had appointed himself the conceptualist for the project - decreed they couldn't cannibalize their past. 


| wanna be the road boss," Rich said. "That way all | have to do is stand there with shades on, holding a gun 


on y'all." 

"You best believe that will be an unloaded gun!" 

"If it was loaded it might motivate you to act desperate." 

"This ain't ?cinema fuckin’ verite, son." 

"It could be funny, though, right?" Steve asked. "You know, chain gang attempts escape, hijinks ensue." 
"That should be the title of our next album," Chris said. 


"More like /diocy Ensues, starring Chris Robinson," Rich cracked and Steve put up his hand inviting a 
congratulatory gesture, but Rich left him hanging. 


"Child, get off my cloud, | am One with the Universe." 
"| need to be One with this bed, so take your ‘shrooming freak-ass selves to the lounge." 


"Harsh, man," Steve rejoined with stoner gravitas, and Rich had to eject the interlopers himself as they were 


laughing too hard to relocate under their own power. 


"You haven't come to see him since we found out. He really wants to see you." 
"So he's got you doing his emotional blackmail for him now?" 
Rich was ready to throw his cell phone at the nearest wall, but took a breath instead. 


"Listen to me, you know that someday you're going to be in the same position: trusting your kids to take care 


of you" 
"And they'll want to. Why? Because they know | love them" 

"He's always loved you!" 

"And like I've been saying most of my life, he's got a goddamn funny way of showing it! 

"All you have to do is come and see him for one day. One fucking day, Chris, that's all Im asking’ 


"No, that's not the only thing you're asking, and you know it" 


| don't even wanna talk about that -" 

"Oh you won't have to because | know that's the first thing he's going to tell me. ‘All you have is each other, 
you have to take care of your family, this family gave you everything, all that bullshit he's been using to 
manipulate us. And the two of you learned it so well, you're not afraid to invoke it when you think you need 
to." 

"I think you're the last person Steve wants to be in a band with right now." 


"And what about you? I'm still useful to you, right?" 


"You can think whatever you want, it's not like | could ever stop you from believing your own lies. But yeah, 
you have a responsibility to this family, same as me." 


"Oh the way you abuse that word, brother mine." 


"It's only a dirty word to you" 


It was a blissful time, that particular year, in which everybody seemed to be thankful for everybody else. A 
year in which they talked to each other like they should have, back then. But without regret. 


"| still think we should go with the Blush idea," Steve asserted, pacing back and forth as he tended to do pre- 
gig. 


"Okay dude you are cracked if you think Chris could even attempt Geddy Lee's range but for another thing, can 
you even imagine trying to play like Neil Peart?" Marc asked him and Steve halted. 


"Huh. Yeah | didn't even think about that!" 


"That's what | thought" 


Laughter followed as everyone in the room attempted to do the same, finding the notion just as hilarious as 
the one who brought it up. 


"I keep tellin’ y'all, the easiest one is the Crowemans idea, there's at least three Allmans' songs we could play in 
our sleep," Rich said. 


"Yeah but we wouldn't do that for laughs," Steve countered. "It needs to be a pisstake, as Ross puts it." 


Chris stuck his head into the room. "Y'all talkin’ ‘bout Halloween?" 


"Yeah," came the chorus. 
"Okay check it out," he said, walking through the doorway. "The Bitch Boys. 

Silence, and then Rich said, "We don't know any of those songs. 

‘Like it's that hard to figure them out? Besides, it would be hilarious if we did ‘Kokomo! 


"You know what's really hilarious about that song?" Sven noted. "It was co-written by counter-culture icon 


John Phillips." 

"How the fuck do you know that?" Steve asked. 

"Trivia question - | forget where, though." 

"But the main reason we need to do this," Chris continued, now in full-on enthusiasm mode, "is so that you, 
Steven Andrew Gorman, can be the rotting bloated drowned corpse of Dennis Wilson and sing ‘You Are So 
Beautiful” He clapped his hands and grinned. 

Steve gave a half-grin in response, looking confused. "Why would | be singing anything?" 

"| read a book about him and he co-wrote that song." 


"Get the fuck outta here!" Rich exclaimed. "Dennis Wilson co-wrote one of the sappiest songs in history -" 


"Yeah! He didn't take credit for it but he totally helped out Billy Preston at somebody's wedding. It's a helluva 
story, and he used to sing it at Beach Boys' shows till they kicked him out for being a drunk" 


"Could he sing?" Steve asked. 

"What do you think? Actually he wasn't that bad, but the point is you cant sing, and that will be funny: 
Steve proffered a look of comic affront. "I can fake it.kinda” 

"Honey, you've got to be awful | know you wouldn't fake that!" 

"Ht would be funny," Marc said, "if we dressed up in those matching shirts n'shit" 

"Not as funny as Jellied Donut, though," Rich pointed out 

"Well nothing is ever going to be as funny as that but -" Steve trailed off, pondering the notion 


"Rotting bloated drowned corpse," Chris reminded him. 


They all found this humorous on many levels and Steve finally grinned for real. 
"lim inl" he declared, raising his hands. 

"And you," Chris said, pointing at his brother, "are Carl Wilson, who is also dead." 
‘| am not dressing up like a corpse!" Rich replied. 

"Besides, if there's more than one corpse it won't be as funny," Steve said. 


"Oh yeah, that totally makes sense," Rich countered, deadpan, and received the biggest laugh of all. 


silence is pain 
Author's Notes: 
Trigger warning: incest (implied and suggested and portrayed). 


This story attempts to explain the eventual dissolution of a dysfunctional relationship containing moments of 


heartbreaking beauty. 


This story incorporates multiple viewpoints-although Chris and Rich are the primary characters. Steve is also 


a prevalent character, and there are appearances from nearly everyone in the band. 


Spring brought something he wasn't expecting: an email from a superfan who was also a friend, a forward of 
another email, with the subject line "check out the name of this band" And so he did, and then found himself 
immediately reaching for the phone without stopping to consider where the person he was calling might be, or 
what mood he was likely to be in This was something he normally thought of before a call, as every contact 
these days was one of carefully constructed detente. 

He spoke the interesting name of the band after greetings and pleasantries, asking, "Did you know about this?" 
"I knew he was planning something he's been saying that all along." 

"Yeah but, that name, it seems a pretty clear statement of intent, wouldn't you say?" 


"He's being a smartass, like that's something new?" 


"It would be one thing if he used that word to you or to us, but this is different. Maybe you don't agree, but 


"Of course | get what you mean. But what do you expect me to do?" 

"Nothing. But is there something | should know?" 

Rich sighed. Steve closed his eyes to hear it, a moment of free-falling dread making his stomach lurch. The 
day was like any other day: relatively quiet in the immediate environs of the neighborhood, Zelda asleep at his 
feet, the TV on mute, and he could hear his wife in the kitchen on her phone speaking to a colleague. 


"We can't write together anymore." 


"You've tried?" 


"Last year, a few times. You know how he is, he takes my idea and starts rearranging it, and a couple times | 
said, ‘no, that's not how it goes' and he got all pissy. Or he had a riff he wanted me to use, and that's not his 
job, thats my thing. If he's got the riff then what the fuck am | supposed to do? Write a solo? Fuck that. But 
we even tried going back to some of the old stuff, didn't really get anywhere with that either." 

If you guys were fighting you sure hid it well." 

| don't fight with him anymore, is what it is. | just walk away and he gives up." 


And it came to Steve all at once: Chris was giving up, he'd found a way to make something new, something he 


wanted more than what he already had. 
"Well if you guys can't write together anymore, then." He fumbled for what to say, even though this road 
was long-familiar to him. Anger bubbled up from the place he normally kept it, suppressed and unacknowledged. 


Goddamn it you're doing this to me again, you selfish assholes 


"| wouldn't worry just yet," Rich said lightly. "You know how he is. Next year he'll call me and say he misses 


what we have and can | send him some tapes." 

"Yeah but you just said -" 

"Well | just meant up to this point, is all. Man, | gotta let you go, l'm expecting a call from my lawyer." 

"Sure; hey, it's still going on?" 

“Bout to be finished, finally, thank God. We'll talk again soon, okay? Tell your better half | said hey." 

Steve chuckled "And you do the same. Take it anyway you can get it, hoss." 

‘| will. And don't worry, okay? At least not yet" 

He stared at the TV for a while, not bothering with the sound, reading the captions and the news feed crawl at 
the bottom of the screen, comprehending none of it, resigning himself to prepare for an ending yet again 
Feeling resentful that neither of them seemed to care about saving what had been so hard-won, seeming to 
revert to their younger selves who were in favor of being at odds with each other always. They had everyone 
fooled, it seemed, or perhaps it was the willful ignorance of the perennial hopeful. But then he was reminded of 
something his psychologically-savvy spouse had told him, back in a time when he was being tortured by his 


own co-dependence on those two cruel brothers. 


"People don't really mature past a certain age," she noted. "Personality growth is something you have to do, 


not like with your body. You have to make the effort to be a better person" 


And not for the first time Steve was thankful he had found the person to center and support him years ago - 


treachery and truculence were qualities he only experienced in his work, not his life. And so whatever 
advantages and privileges the Rotten Twins possessed, they didn't have what he had, and he was smug in the 
knowledge that he was the fortunate one. 


Pete managed a coup with the choice of photographer, because as a visual consultant he knew an image was 
important - not that the band portray a particular image, but that they present an image people could latch 


onto and relate to and lust after. They were cool, and he wanted everyone else to see it as well. 


But the lighting was all wrong, in his opinion, and so he went to consult with Seliger for just a moment, when 


he heard exclamations of surprise behind him. Mark gave him a puzzled look. 
"How come they're scrappin' now?" he asked. "Save that shit for out in the street, Jesus H!" 
He turned around and sure enough Chris and Rich were in a weird sort of bear hug, getting in some good rib 


shots on both sides, hair flying and clothing askew. Both of them were wearing rings so their standing rule of 


rot the face didn't mean someone couldn't get hurt. 

"Boys!" he yelled "Calm the fuck down!" 

He noticed Steve was just standing there behind them, observing the progress of hostilities 
"Gorman, c'mon, break it up! 

Steve shrugged. "It's not serious. If it was they'd be on the floor by now 

Jeff and Johnny were off to the side, faint amusement in their stances and expressions 


"Goddamn it, c'mon, stop already!" Pete yelled again, walking up he took hold of Rich's shoulder, trying to pull 
them apart. "Look, | am not putting up with this shit -" 


"Oh how many times have we heard that, boys?" Steve asked, looking at those of his bandmates not currently 
fighting. Jeff and Johnny pretended to figure it out, counting on their fingers. 


Chris then shoved forward and the three of them nearly toppled over. 
"Enough!" Pete bellowed, which must have triggered some kind of atavistic memory in the Brothers Robinson, 
because they suddenly stopped and separated, straightening clothes and jewelry, fluffing hair. As if a fracas 


had never actually occurred. 


"Damn Pete," Chris exclaimed with a grin, "you ain't got to be yellin | had him under control." 


"The fuck you did!" Rich countered. 
"Alright you knuckleheads, let's get this over with," Steve said, "if we don't end up breaking the camera’ 


Seliger smirked at his clients of the day. "Trust me, the only way that's gonna happen is if you can't keep 
these guys from punching each other, because then I'll just throw it at you." 


"And | fully support you in that strategy," Pete said, glaring at the offenders, who did their best to look 
blameless. And in a show of reverse camaraderie, Steve, Jeff and Johnny took several steps back from Chris 


and Rich. 


Rich was hunched over the console and all Chris had to do was lightly lay his hands on his brother's shoulders 
to feel the hot spikes of tension. He wanted to say you dont have fo worry all on your own but that was his 
way: Rich wasn't happy (no, not happy..maybe unfulfilled) unless he was taking a process personally, investing it 


with his overriding tendency towards serious concern. 


| need you to drive me to Macon," he said softly, knowing the other would understand the reference 


immediately. 
‘Only if we get a song out of it," Rich replied, not bothering to cease his work of the moment. 


Chris paused. Rich's pragmatism hurt him sometimes, as if he had no value other than the muse of his 
relentless musical appetite. No reason to suffer his presence otherwise. They were each so intense but on 
opposite poles, yet that quality seemed natural in the world they had created together. They burned everyone 


else out, only they could stand each other in certain circumstances. 


All Chris wanted was to sit under a dogwood tree with the one who knew him best and listen to him play 
guitar. Maybe bust out a little "Dreams" or "Midnight Rider." Or better yet, something just for him, something 
he'd never heard before, something inspired by that exact moment. He leaned down and whispered his reply, 


taking care to breathe lightly, to speak low. 
"A song like you've never heard, honey.’ 


And maybe they wouldn't make it out to Rose Hill, they wouldn't see the angel, or the obelisks - monuments to 
absurd notions of immortality - maybe they would only make it as far as Howell Mill Road, that pocket of 
forest as yet undeveloped, to walk beneath the trees and find a quiet place to commune. A place where no one 


was likely to find them sharing their deepest secret: that they could stand each other when they chose to. 


Rich turned his head, brushing against Chris' cheek He was seduced, as he always was, to consider their 


creative potential. Because the music was everything 


"Remember? Remember that summer we went to Gramma Bradley's with our guitars, and we played the 


whole way there?" 
(And Dad kept telling me to shut up and just let you play) 


"Yeah." The feeling of miles passing beneath them, the lulling motion, the idea that they had always been meant 
to travel, the wide green fields and then the mountains rising from the earth, stony fortresses in his 
overactive imagination Thinking of a meadow not far from the family home, lying on the warm ground and 
watching the clouds, listening to the one who knew him best play what he felt, what he thought: sunshine and 
azure depths, the sky coming down to listen 


In search of their higher selves, their better selves - the Two who knew how to be One - they wandered out 
into the day, only pausing as they exited to murmur to their engineer, "We'll be back later," knowing it would 


be interpreted as business when it was really something else. 


They would deny it was love, even as they admitted it was love. 
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At first it was terrifying - they couldn't sit in a room together and play. The past was gone, in that respect. 
Bringing everyone else together just to play the old songs, that was gratifying, and it all seemed to click and 
hum. But although it meant so much to everyone else, to Chris it was just playacting. He didn't know the truth 
of it because Rich could not hold his eye for too long. They had tried to talk about certain events, and 
statements, and any time it got too hot they let it lie. But then nothing was discussed, and so finally everything 
had to be. And it went all the way to the beginning. 


Without..without you to scold me. 


They say blood harmony is a phenomena of physiology: similar body structures result in similar resonating 
tones. Voices sounding forth from similar bones and sinew. Voices which echo in an seemingly endless call-and- 


response, lasting a lifetime. 


All the way back to the first time, holding that face in his hands. 

"You make me so damn mad, you don't even know how easy it is for you!" 

And their eyes truly found one another for the first time. 

"I know how easy it is for you, but you're not even paying attention to me, my thing.’ 


‘lm listening, I've been waiting for you to have something to say. Something real.” 


Nothing else would be expressed in that vulnerable moment, not until years later. But it had begun, the way 
they grew together even as they pulled apart. 


Steve was chuckling at a text from Rose Mary - she had sent a photo of a hat found at an antique store 
(think this will fit your ginormous head?) - and typing his reply (not stylish enough babe) when the phone chimed 
with his favorite of Rich's "doodles," as he called them, the throwaway riffs which emerged during 
soundchecks between actual songs. 


"Hey, | was just thinking about you the other day." 

"Nothing good, | bet" 

Oh it wasn't ugly or nothin’ Not really." 

"Uh, well. think we should get together - can you come up to the city?" 

"If you're okay with a weekend bounce, man, you know | have a day job now." 
"Goddamn, you sound like my kids. Yeah, a Saturday is fine." 

"Hey, | sound like my kids, never mind anyone else's. So what's up?" 

‘It's better if we talk in person 


Oh fuck is what he thought, but "Okay," was all he said. 


He did everything all on his own, because he feared that to strike out on his own would mean an avalanche of 
guilt falling onto him from the parental heights. The phone calls when the hiatus had been announced were bad 
enough - you have to work this out, you just cant stop Talking to each other - and Chris was mystified, as 
always, that parents thought they had the right to tell you what to do well into adulthood. As if they truly 
knew what their relationship meant, how it really only worked when they both agreed that it should. And how 
they meant less than nothing to each other all the rest of the time. Nobody wanted to hear that truth, and 
so this is why he begged his new collaborators don’t fell anybody else yet, please. Would anyone accept him all 
alone? Would anyone believe he had any value other than as that constant collaborator? Would anyone want to 
see him on stage without his brother? Was that all he was, a brother? Wasn't he also an artist, a poet of 
sorts, a voice? But would they want to hear that voice without the blood harmony he swam in - sometimes 
hard-won, sometimes easy as breathing. He knew who he was, but did they? 


Years ago when he had written / am a cobweb, in the corner of the room he had been attempting to impart 


blunt honesty. That song had been all about how he felt about being notoriously tied to someone who used to 
be the person he could always turn to, but who had begun to drift away on his own iceberg, and didn't even 
appear concerned that the distance was widening. A meditation on honesty and the consequences thereof. But 
so metaphorically vague as to offer any number of possible interpretations. A treatise on fame 

empty bottles, saviors they crawl 

and a treatise on the belief which arises out of fame. Fame being its own justification for wisdom, when it was 


obvious to him that anyone who wanted to be famous was anything but wise. 
He was transparent, he was empty, if only there was someone who could see that. 
Someone who wasn't his brother. 


And he was out in the middle of the ocean, listening to wind and water and it sounded so lonely. 


"You're very sad and angry," she had said to him in the last days. "And | can't fix that." 


Í could empty out your heart of scorn 
But will | 


He carried on throughout the week in those roles long-familiar to him - husband, father, friend, professional - 
all the while musing on the fragile state of affairs of the collective, recalling that Rich had always been the 
one to deliver the bad news. It didn't seem to bother him, he possessed an internal pragmatism which likely had 


allowed him to survive the band all these years. 


In other words, business as usual. 


"Can you fuckin’ believe this shit? | was down at Capitol City yesterday ‘cause Lou told me they have absinthe 
they'll sell you under the counter, and | saw Joe B. - remember him? And | said ‘Hey what's up, brother? and 
he said ‘Oh not much, you know,’ and | started telling him about the tour and he just shut me down, he said, 
‘Oh you have an album out? Really?" like I'm fuckin’ makin’ it up, and | was stunned. Like anyone couldn't possibly 


have known?" 


"They all hate us," Rich muttered, not bothering to look up from the stack of hoe cakes his mother had placed 


before him. 


"Honey l'm sure you're exaggerating," she rejoined from her position at the stove. "Isn't absinthe illegal?" 
‘Only in certain places, Mom," Chris replied, sounding weary. "Nobody's gonna bust me for that, best believe." 


"Yeah, like you haven't caused enough trouble already," Rich cracked, and Chris stepped on his foot under the 
table. "Ow, quit it!" 


"Can't speak more than five words on the road but we come home and you're running your mouth twenty- 


four seven" 

"They do hate us, Mom, they always have." 

"Well they're all upset at your success. Dad said the same thing happened to him when he was on Amenican 
Bandstand People were accusing him of having airs and thinking he was a big shot, and he hadn't changed, he 


just went after what he wanted. That's all you've done, you've worked hard and got what you deserved." 


Its funny though," Chris said as he stole a bite from his brother's plate, receiving a smack on the arm for 
his trouble, "usually when people say you get what you deserve, its never anything good." 


"Insecure people are always the first to try and make you feel insecure too, and what have | always told you 


two?" 


"Never apologize for being who you are," the brothers intoned, but as they did they smiled at each other. 
Chris speared another piece of hoe cake and Rich brandished his knife. 


"Goddamn, get your own food!" 

"Here honey," their mother said, placing a plate before her oldest. 

"Tastes better when | take it from you," Chris jibed, smirking at his brother's scowl. 
"You said you weren't hungry." 

"My mind changes every five seconds, and that was a whole five minutes ago!" 
"Chris, stop antagonizing your brother." 

"Mom, his entire existence is a taunt -" 

"Hush now!" 


"You heard your mother," Rich said, in a near-perfect imitation of their father. 


They all laughed, and the laughter helped to dampen the anger each of them felt at the other, at their past, 
and at the city which continued to embody everything they had fought so hard to get away from. 


A question he had been asked of late - because grassroots is grassroots and you can't turn away from people 


giving their time and money to you when both commodities are continually in demand. 
"Yeah dude, what ‘personal reasons' made you quit in ‘02?" 


Steve had used variously-stated responses but they all amounted to the same thing: they drove me fucking 
nuts and | had to get out before | hated them forever. Time and distance finally allowing for perspective. But it 
took an entire year before he could think of either of them without experiencing an anger which felt like being 
choked. And he could no longer endure an ongoing dysfunction which was beginning to seep into his personal life, 
he had too many obligations he wanted to honor the right way, to avoid becoming a parody and a casualty and 
a victim of misery. 


But those two..they would drown and the joke of it was they each thought they were going down alone, but 
they were fused together just like that image of Chang and Eng which Chris had chosen for the Southern 
Harmony artwork. He thought he was being sly with the reference, but everyone in the world knew what it 
meant. Imagining that in the cold black depths they would forever glare at one another, too angry to let go and 
possibly save themselves. 


And after fifteen years, he was more than willing to let them. 
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Jeff entered the rehearsal room breathless and on the dot. Ever since he'd been three minutes late and Rich 
said to him / dont know how they do things in Nashville, but here we expect you to be on time, he'd resided 
under the thumb of temporal paranoia. 

"Where's Steve?" he blurted out, happy to have someone else to blame. 

Chris shrugged. "He didn't come home after the gig, and | called all his girlfriends but they aint seen him." 
"You are gonna get him in so much trouble," Rich murmured as he tuned his Telecaster. 

"Naw, | just said he'd gone out to shoot hoops and | figured maybe he stopped by for a shower, you know." 
Snickering followed. 

"How many girlfriends does he have?" Jeff asked. 

"Four that | know of, but he musta found a new one." 

"More than two is too damn much," Johnny opined. 

"Steve can't resist a girl who wants to feed him," Rich cracked with a smirk. 

"And what about you, Rikki Tikki Tavi?" Chris countered, "You got yourself a harem in the making, | reckon’ 


"Shut up, | do not!" 


"Well let's do something, anyway, till he gets here.” 


The four worked on fleshing out an idea Rich had written the night before, with numerous pauses for 
arguments between the brothers as to how the arrangement should go, and twenty minutes had passed 
before the outer door banged open and four sets of eyes turned to observe a sweaty, panting and disheveled 
drummer standing in the doorway. 

"Sorry guys," Steve said between gasps, "I ran outta gas and legged it eight blocks." 

Knowing laughter at that revelation. "Oh that's your excuse, huh?" Chris teased. 


Steve gestured behind him towards the outside. "Look and you will not see that piece of shit | drive parked out 
there." 


"Didya lock it up?" Rich asked. 

"If somebody stole it now it would be a mercy," Steve replied, seating himself behind his kit. 
Johnny laughed. “They'd have to be fuckin’ desperate for sure!" 

"Chris called all your girlfriends," Rich said, happy to tattletale on his brother. 

"You did whaf? Why?" 

"You were late, what else was | supposed to do?" 

"Shit, what did you tell them?!" 

"Just that | was expecting you back for rehearsal - but you weren't with any of the usual suspects, so..." 
"Please, dude, next time just assume l'm dead and take out a want ad, okay?" 

"So who's the new girl, huh?" Johnny inquired. 

"A gentleman never kisses and tells," Steve replied in his posh British impersonation. 

"Fuck that, how come y'all ain't yellin at him," Jeff exclaimed. "how come he's not in trouble?" 


"You wanna know how many times I've ever been late to a rehearsal before today? Zero. So mind your own 


fuckin’ business, Cease." Steve replied, though he didn't look angry in the least. 


"Man that must been some good stuff sho'nuff," Chris noted with a grin. "Otherwise you'd be kissin’ concrete 


right now, Jeffy boy." 


Steve smiled wide. "You can't make me mad Today, so don't even try" 


"Now don't be actin’ all smug r'shit, alright? | don't think we could stand it and you'll have to walk home too,’ 


Chris said, drawling for comedic effect. 


"You're just jealous, | get it," Steve replied, and the command to refrain from smugness seemed to have the 


entirely opposite effect on his expression 


"This is totally fascinating, but goddamn, can we just play some fuckin’ songs please?" Rich asked, though his 


tone rendered it less of a request and more of a command. 


"Play him the new thing, let's see if his brain is as fucked as the rest of him," Chris cracked and as they all 
let out a loud ahhhhh they began, again, to engage in their favorite activity..shit-talking being the second, of 


course. 


| dont think its diseased 


but it sure is sore. 


Pete had long admired Rich's resolve in negotiations, he assumed a lifetime of enduring his brother had 
resulted in such stubbornness, but also their mother had once confessed to him that her youngest was 
capable of "arguing the horns off a goat," which he took to be some Southern euphemism regarding debating 
skills. But the acquisition of American Recordings by Columbia - Sony, the parent company, was the behemoth 
of the industry swallowing all the smaller prey - meant that no one was exempt from having to prove their 
market relevance and saleability. The suits had come armed with graphs and charts and a complete copy of 
the band's existing contract, and what they had to say amounted to a withering lecture of we cant afford to 


carry any act which is a drain on available resources 


But Rich was stone-faced, an assessment he believed he had been unfairly given throughout his life, but there 
was no denying how literally unmoved he looked as he sat through the humiliation disguised as a business 
meeting. With his dark honey hair pulled back and clothed in a fashionable yet conservative Armani suit, he 
appeared wholly the equal of those he opposed (in principle if not yet in legality). 


"We have delivered a new album as per our contract," he stated firmly, voice and tone assured and level, 
enduring as bedrock. "According to the current agreement we owed two releases to American, one of them a 
greatest hits compilation. We are not in violation of any outstanding agreement nor do we require our existing 
contract to be renegotiated. Once the current requirements have been legally met then we are free to 


negotiate a new contract with you or any other distributor." 


Pete was proud of Rich, he understood why Chris called him The Prince sometimes..there was something regal 


about Rich's demeanor, there were times when the gravity of his command possessed an intrinsic 


appropriateness; though on the other side of the equation the discontent in the lineup usually came down to his 
demands: Rich expected everyone to be as professional as he was, and when you weren't there would be 
trouble. He would not budge on this, even as his manager was beginning to fear that their new overlords had 


found some way to fuck them even so. 


"Mr. Robinson," the head representative calmly intoned, "as you appear to be well-versed in the wording of 
your existing contract, you might also be familiar with the clause which states that the distributor - which in 
this case is now Columbia - has first right of refusal on any submission of new material for distribution We 
are within our legal rights to reject any project for any reason, but in this case we find this album, which you 


refer to as -" 
"Band" Rich broke in. 


"Yes, well, considering the falloff of your sales for all releases, but especially the last two albums, the 
downsizing of venues for touring, and the general instability of your organization, we have no choice but to 
pass on this record It is simply not in our best interest to back an album which seems a further exercise in 


indulgence and lack of cohesive focus." 


Pete watched Rich closely but the only sign the other gave was a slight twitch at the corner of his mouth. He 


took a sip of water then replied His voice showed no sign of distress or disappointment. 


"Since 1990 we have continually recorded and toured and produced a body of work that we're proud of. We 
have enduring popularity and a fanbase that we earned. We may not be the most profitable of acts now but 
we do make money, and we have contributed more than our fair share to the bottom line. We recorded this 
album with our own money as a good-will gesture because we believe in this music. We called it Band becouse 
that's what we are: we're a band who believes in artistic integrity above all else, and our fans support us 
because they know we're for real. You've got enough disposable music on your roster that you don't need to 
turn everybody into a soulless corporate sellout. The world still needs music like ours, and that's why people 
come to see us. You talk to anyone at our shows and they'll tell you The Black Crowes means something to 
them, and its because we make music which is meaningful to peoples’ lives. How many other of these acts can 


you truthfully say is doing the same?" 


"| appreciate the passion of your response, | really do. But the fact remains that we are well within our rights 


to refuse this project. Which means you still owe us a record." 
"What do you expect us to do?" 


"We expect that you will complete a project which we find acceptable. Otherwise we will be forced to seek legal 


action for breach of contract." 
"Under what stipulations?" 


Pete smirked. The boy didn't miss a beat. 


"You'll work directly with A€R assigned to you to find a producer -" 
"We don't need a -" 


"Yes, you do. You will use an outside producer and you will write new material. If you have difficulty producing 


new material, we can bring in other writers to assist you.” 


"They don't work that way, they never have," Pete interjected. "The Black Crowes is first and foremost a 
vehicle for the songs of Chris and Rich Robinson" 


"And that may be the underlying issue," came the response. 


"We have always operated in good faith, we've never delivered an album we thought of as less than our 


absolute best effort. Redoing Amonca proves that" 
"And the cost of production was never recouped by actual sales." 


"Rubin wrote that off as a loss, you can't honestly expect us to believe the company suffered because of 


that," Pete asserted 
"We've seen the books, have you?" 

Pete sighed. Rich remained composed - he hadn't changed position, even 
"| suggest you re-read your contract, then let us know what you decide" 


They were dismissed with a Gentlemen accompanied by a polite but frigid nod. They didn't speak until they had 
emerged from the building into the white hot daylight of Century City. 


"Motherfucking Rubin, that bastard" Rich seethed. "He left us to twist in the wind" 

"Of course he did," Pete replied smoothly. "He's never cared about you, it doesn't matter how much money you 
made for him. He got what he wanted and everyone else can go fuck themselves. Its David Geffen all over 
again" 

Rich nodded. "When he merged with MCA." 

"Exactly." Pete was not surprised in the least that the business savant standing before him would know about 
one of the biggest deals in the history of the industry, and one which made Geffen even more enemies than 


he already had. They began walking toward the parking garage. "What do you want to do?" he asked Rich. 


| know what | want to do, but it's not just up to me. | already know what Chris is going to say." 


"Yeah but Chris trusts you when it comes to the business side of things.’ 

"But this is our music and that has nothing to do with business, to him. I've tried to tell him that we need to 
at least pretend like we care about that stuff, if only so the suits will back off. We've always said we do things 
our way, and this is going to destroy that." 


They climbed into Pete's Jag and departed the facility, raising middle fingers at the mirrored monolith while 
driving past. 


"What about Steve?" 


"You know he doesn't have enough of a controlling interest to say anything. But he wants to work, he and Rose 
Mary have been talking about having kids, so he's all about being responsible now." 


"Well if we can find a producer who can make you sound more commercial without really changing who you 


are, that should be enough to satisfy them." 


"Yeah but will it? Really? They know they're in control, what's to stop them from making even more demands? 


Where do we draw the line?" 

"Rich, | back you guys either way. | believe in you, you know that. But yeah, you've got families, you're in it for 
the long haul, this is what you do. You don't know how to do anything else. And you do it best with Chris and 
Steve. The three of you have to decide not just from a position of outrage and threat, but from logic. Don't 
let them try to kill it - | agree, that's exactly what they're doing. But you can't kill what you can't catch. Beat 
them at this game, make an album which will sell just by being yourselves." 

"| don't know if thats enough anymore. | don't really care, to be honest." 

"And normally you wouldn't have to but now you're in a situation where you have to care." 


"Well, it's always been us versus them, so -" 


"Yes!" Pete smacked the steering wheel. "That's exactly how we'll sell it to them! Chris likes a good fight, and so 
do you. But this time it doesn't have to be with each other." 


‘Oh it's always with each other no matter what. But you're right, not that I'll ever actually admit it." 


Pete smirked. "I wouldn't expect you to, Rich." 


no matter who you became 
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"Yeah it's weird, ya know," Chris observed, grinning, "that it would be easier to write with someone else's 


brother." 


"Well sure," Dean agreed, "you know the rhythm of it, how you understand each other, but without the actual 
history, all that shit that happened when you were five and he was -" 


"Three." 
"Yeah." 
"But y'all don't fight, do you?" 


"Not really, we're further apart in age, so that helped. But there were always plenty of other people to get 
pissed off at first." 


"Well yeah, we got that, but." Chris trailed off, playing with his hair. "I dunno, it's like we're equally drawn to 
and repulsed by each other. When it was only about us wanting to do our own thing then it wasn't so bad. But 


that got away from us, it became something else that required us to be chained to each other, | guess." 


"See, | couldn't even imagine being in a band with anybody else, like | wouldn't be able to trust other people like 


| trust Rob." 


Chris liked Dean, he was easygoing, eager to please, full of riffs that suited the style he wanted to pursue. He 
liked Dean's feel in his writing, how he could create really intricate parts and shifts in the rhythm. Dean's 
songs were sunshine-y and sweet, but with a great veneer of hippie chic. They shared an interest in certain 


subgenres, and in relaxing with some bud in the backyard, telling road stories. 


"Yeah Rob, you know, he writes the dark stuff, he's intense," Dean said as they enjoyed a mellow Malibu 


afternoon. 


"Now see that's funny because Rich is so intense, but he's not dark, not like | am." He chuckled behind his 


exhale. "Literally and figuratively." 


"See | like a good ballad, or a pop sorg. | love pop music, so | guess | sort of write along those lines because | 
like it, but also because Rob always brings the big dark grinding stuff, those riffs that, like, club you over the 
head and drag you away." 


"Do you guys ever write together?" 


"Yeah, | mean, the really good ones end up on the records, but, sometimes we try to work out something 
together and then realize that it was better off the way it was. But yeah, like ‘No Way Out - | don't know if 
you ever heard that one but -" 


"Oh no, man, | don't think | have." 


"Okay, well, that's a song that sort of combines our things, you know? It's got his big crunchy riff and all my 
Eastern modalities, like," Dean grinned, "how | try to make everything pretty and Rob's all, ‘No fuck that, l'm 
gonna rock your face of fl" He laughed heartily at his observation. "But this last record we decided to switch it 


up, like, he wrote ballads and | wrote big rock tunes." 
"How'd that work out?" 


"Oh it was good, | think, but we trust each other. We're not, like, no you cant do that, thats my thing It's all 
about what's good for the song." 


"That good, that's healthy." Chris took a pull from his beer and looked up at the sky. "Rich is definitely 
territorial: he writes the music, | write the lyrics. If | even try to come to him with a riff, he'll just look at me 


like | shit on his shoes or somethin." 
"That's too bad, man. Have you guys maybe -" 


"Considered therapy?" Chris laughed. "Trust me, /ofs of people think we should. Starting with everyone in our 
band." 


"We did it with Scott, | think it helped." 


"Our relationship is so complicated, | don't know that we could even explain it to ourselves let alone someone 


else. But it's moot now anyhow." 


Dean solemnly regarded his host and collaborator of the moment. Chris looked a bit strange to him with 
shorter hair, in his mind he still pictured the long-haired sylph from the videos, striking a pose a minute and 
incandescent with attitude. In this way he was reminded of his frontman. Some people just had presence, and 


they were born to put themselves out there. 
"So, like, you're not talking at all” 

"Naw. But it's okay, you know, we needed to let it go, it was a good ride while it lasted" 
"Well but | mean, you could still talk, you just couldn't be in a band anymore” 


"Oh. No, not really. The only way Rich and | could really communicate was by writing songs. Otherwise he didn't 
want to let me get under his skin, and | couldn't stand it when he wouldn't. Like | said, it's complicated" 


Dean DeLeo - who knew something of complicated relationships and the way they shattered and reassembled 
with the cracks still showing - nodded and drank his beer, telling himself that Chris Robinson didn't want his 
advice, only his ideas. But he predicted that someday the brothers would decide to talk again, whatever form it 
might take. Because there are brothers, and then there are brothers - those who weave themselves together 
in artistic endeavor that for all of their differences they are still stronger entwined. And the truth so hard to 
admit, so difficult to acknowledge, is that such a thing is by necessity, not choice. 


"There's angels and devils in us’ 


There was one subject he and Liam could discuss for hours..beautiful women. 


Otherwise, Rich wasn't as apt to be friendly with the other part of their novelty act as Chris was; Chris hung 
out with Noel so much they were finishing each other's sentences. They talked like the music geeks they were 


but also any number of subjects - Noel was someone capable of keeping up with Chris' out-of-control freight 


train of thought. 


Rich didn't like discussing gear or technique or songwriting with someone who had an entirely different 
methodology because in the most craven of moments he would feel unnerved or insecure by his own self- 
taught shortcomings, even as someone might be apt to say, "No that won't work," and his answer would be 


"Yes it will, I'll make it work." 

Steve could always follow him, and that's all that mattered. 

The tour was a gimmick but it was also something which tended to happen to them, they were approached by 
other people who liked what they were doing. They were authentic, if only to themselves. And this quality had 


provided any number of advantages and alliances over the years. 


He had wanted to ask Liam..what do you fight about? Brothers always fought about something, and usually it 


didn't have anything to do with the situation at hand. He and Chris were stil fighting about things which had 
happened ten years ago or longer. Their wounds were always open. Patterns of behaviors never changed, but 
they could agree to ignore them. He found it hilarious that odds had been laid in Vegas as to which brother in 
either family was going to end up in the hospital. Like he'd let Chris get the drop on him. 


"Goddamn, if you think you can take me, bring it!" he'd said to some journalist, who politely declined after asking 
about their brotherly propensity for fisticuffs. "We don't do that shit anymore." 


They had declared physical violence passe because there were consequences to getting injured. But 


psychological violence was so much easier, and potentially twice as painful. 
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("We've gotten closer this year than we have in a long time.") 


"Ow - what -' 

"Hold still, if you move then its gonna hurt" 

"Im not moving, it stil hurts’ 

ee 

"No, just do the other thing’ 

"Damn you are bossy. | mean, | knew you were, but -" 

"It hurts, okay? You try it, you'll say the same thing. 

"| did’ 

Rich wrenched himself from his brother's hold, turning over in the bed to face him. "What?!" 
"It wasn't another guy, it was just some chick with a dildo. 

"Why?" 

Chris rolled his mascara-smudged eyes. "Obviously it was research” 


"See, so you know it hurts." 


Chris smirked, taking a strand of Rich's hair in his fingers. "Well, | had anesthesia, of a kind. Your problem is 
you want to do everything sober.” 


‘Only you think it's a problem, but thats just common sense." 


“Shut up, it's not wrong!" 
"No man, it is, listen to what l'm trying to tell you!" 


Chris stood just inside the doorway of Rich's room, knowing as soon as he heard the rough idea for the song 
that it wasn't as good as it could be, and was frustrated as usual at his brother's stubborn response. 


"Fuck you, that bridge is fine the way it is!" 


Chris threw his lyrics notebook at Rich's head, the wire spiral binding clipped his brother's right temple and 
Rich let out a yelp of pain, covering his eye for a moment, then swiftly setting down his guitar he lunged off 
the bed and slammed Chris up against the nearest wall. "Asshole, you coulda took my goddamn eye out! What 
the fuck is your problem?!" He shook his brother like a rag doll, taking satisfaction in the sound of Chris‘ head 
hitting the wall. Chris responded by pushing back as hard as he could, but as Rich was broader with a lower 


center of gravity, he could not be moved. 

"Fuck you," Chris gasped, his teeth clenched against the pain 

He managed to put a hand into Rich's hair, pulling hard and drawing Rich closer to him. Their mouths collided, 
teeth clicking, lips smearing, each of them grunting against the violence still raging. Rich pulled Chris' hair in 
turn, their bodies flush, Rich grinding Chris into the wall, Chris pushing back so that a rhythm of thump thump 
thump was established, echoing in the room. Eventually their struggles calmed as the kisses evolved into 
deeper explorations, their hands caressed rather than grabbed. But their breathing was still as heavy as if 
they'd run for miles. 

As if they thought they still might escape the collision 


‘I'm sorry," Chris murmured as Rich sucked on his neck just below his ear. 


"Yeah," Rich whispered as he flicked his tongue into the dimple in Chris' chin. "Me too." 


"What the fuck were y'all doin’ out there?!" Steve asked, looking askance at his bandmates. 

"Man | hope you don't think I'm down with that," Jeff said, rubbing a towel through his hair. 

"Boy, you ain't even pretty enough to run with me, so don't trouble yourself," Chris shot back. 

"Didn't you hear those guys," Rich said, smirking. "You know, the ones yelling ‘Faggot! as soon as we came out" 
"| don't even hear that shit anymore," Steve replied, "it's like dogs barking, just tune it out" 

"Easy for you to say, but you don't have to be standing there lookin at some inbred asshole yelli shit at you 
and you can't do nothin ‘bout it because you're supposed to be entertaining people ain't got the sense God gave 
a rock, as my dear momma likes to say." Chris was standing with hands on hips in smartass emphasis. 

"Hey I'm doin’ my job same as you, hoss." 


"Mold in the back of the fridge has more intelligence than those assholes," Rich opined. 


"So | gotta fuck with those shitstains because | can. So that's what the fuck | was doing by grindin up on 
Johnny, since you asked," Chris said to Steve. 


"Well if you wanna fuck with people, then what ya oughta be doin is -" 
"Don't you fucking say it," warned Rich. "That shit ain't funny.’ 


"Doesn't anybody care what | think?" Johnny asked, nearly supine in a chair with his hat pulled low over his 
eyes, cold beer in hand. "| mean, | was the one being molested out there." 


"Nol" was the collective answer. 

"Fuck you," Chris said to Jeff, "nobody cares what you think either, so shut your goddamn mouth. And if you 
-" he pointed to Johnny, "can't deal with having your ass grabbed, then you ain't man enough to be in this 
band." 

"Wait, so that's a requirement now?" Steve interjected "Why am | always the last to know these things?!" 
"Look Sasquatch, ain't nobody gonna be grabbing your goodies," Rich cracked. 


| mean, | ain't sayin’ you pretty ugly," Chris teased. "Just plain ole ugly." 


Steve pretended to cry at this revelation while his bandmates cracked up, save for Jeff who walked out to the 


bus in angry silence, crawling into his bunk with a bottle of Jack Daniels for the rest of the night to fume and 
drink himself into a stupor. 


Í said now lordy baby see ya left me black and blue (boo hoo) 
but thats okay because | know that you dig it foo. 


"Why do you always have to hurt me?" 
I'm intense, what can | say?" 
"You just ke to hurt me." 


"If we did it like we did it with a chick, then what the hell is the difference? We gotta fuck like we fight, that's 
what | think." 


Rich squirmed against the teeth sunk in his shoulder, the nails raked across his ass. He didn't want to admit 
his brother was right, but he responded by sliding the callus on his thumb across the head of Chris' penis, 
taking pleasure in the sudden grimace and flinch. 

"You do like it, you like pain, why don't you just admit it?" 

"Its how | know l'm alive." 


"You mean breathing isn't enough of a clue?" Rich asked, deadpan. 


Chris laughed and the mood was broken a bit, their embrace falling apart though their proximity remained, the 
air humid with their sweat. 


"You are a hilarious sumbitch sometimes." 

"But do you think I'm pretty?" Rich fluttered his eyelids. 

"Prettier than you deserve to be." 

"That's not what you said the last time | made you come." 

| wouldn't trust anything that comes out of my mouth when my dick goes off" 


"As opposed to any other time?" 


Chris shoved hard, trying to knock his brother out of bed, but Rich grabbed onto the headboard, laughing. 


| love ya but you ain't no friend 
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The man who sat before him - pale, sweating, exhausted - had played a very good set that night, but such an 


ephemeral triumph seemed beyond his capacity to acknowledge, for he was a king in exile. 


"Man | cried, | cried like the world was coming to an end. | mean -" Trey's nervous-sounding laugh punctuated 


his confession, "IT was, you know? But on stage, we were all crying, it was just -" 


"I get it, man," Chris said, smiling in sympathy. "That must have been such a heavy thing to get behind, you 


play your last show and you're thinkin’ ‘bout how you're never gonna see these people ever again" 


Trey shook his Irish Setter-shaded hair, then rubbed at his beard. "Yeah." His expression changed like the 


movement of clouds: a smile, a solemn line, a pensive frown. 

Chris watched him closely, this was a man who was seriously fucked up: emotionally, mentally, and chemically, 
and he knew how that felt. Trey was clutching his cup like it was some kind of talisman, like it was filled with 
holy water instead of mere tequila 


"But | mean," Trey whispered, ruffling his hair, "how do you survive that?" 


"You know what, Trey, its all gonna come back around. | can say that ‘cause | know - | was there, man, years 


went by and one day | just said to myself, ‘The past is the past. The future is whatever I'm gonna make it:" 
"Years" He said it with a kind of fear. 
‘Its only been - what - a year?" 


"Year-and-a-half. Yeah, | know. Too soon to tell. But | am haunted by that gig, man. | feel like part of me died, 
and then Page started crying and | couldn't stop talking, and | was so fucked up and -" 


“Trey, man, you think you can't shut up? Try being me for, like, five minutes!” 

The other laughed loudly, edging out of his maudlin mood slightly. 

"I just, | just.! lost the best thing, next to my family. And it was me, like always." 

Chris came over and sat next to Trey on the couch. The backstage area was crowded and noisy and chaotic - 
in other words a typical New Year's Eve now become an entirely new year - but no one dared to intrude upon 
the scene. He put an arm around trembling shoulders. 


"IFs okay," he soothed, "| know you think you fucked everything up -" 


"| did," another whisper becoming hoarse with tears building. "And why? Do you know | love them? | love them 


so much" 


Chris leaned in, putting his forehead against Trey's. "Sometimes | think we love things too much and that's why 
we hurt ourselves, because we think it can't be real. We don't believe we deserve it. And sometimes it's the 


kind of love that is totally fucked up to begin with." 


He was saying this from a vantage point of ambivalence, but he knew that absence, that void, was killing Trey, 
never mind the drugs and the booze. He couldn't say anything about that, because addicts are talented 
liars..but he tried anyway. 


"That bed of broken glass you're on? Lemme tell ya, you can get up anytime you want. | know you don't think 


you can, or you think you don't want to, but you can | did" 
Trey set down the cup and covered his face with his hands, breathing slow and steady and Chris almost told 
him it was okay to cry, but thought that might be too intrusive. After a few moments Trey got up without 


another word, walking down the adjacent hallway, looking into various rooms until he found whatever it was he 


thought he needed. Chris sighed and stretched and decided it was time to go home. 


The observance of birthdays meant epic multi-hour meals and many many toasts. This one took place in an 


Indian restaurant, as it was the birthday boy's favorite cuisine. 


"I dunno if y'all knew this or not," Chris said, bottle of Kingfisher beer raised on high, "but Steve is a Leo, 


which basically means he's a total fuckin’ egotistical nightmare twenty-four seven drama queen -" 
"| learned from the best!" Steve called out cheerfully. 


Chris laughed. "Naw naw, we do know he's a bad mutha -" 


"Shut yo mouth!" Rich exclaimed. 
"l'm just talkin’ ‘bout Steve!" 
Laughter and applause followed the exchange. 


"But | wanna say, though you disown us every damn day, you're our brother and we love you, but especially 


when you remember to shower." 
Then it was Rich's turn, toasting his drummer with a Coke. 


"You're now over 30, and thank god you got married because seriously, who would want an old-ass wreck like 


you?" 
"Hey, Ed is still older than me, hoss." 
"Yeah but somehow you manage to be uglier, so..” 


"Look y'all, I'm starvin,' so thank you, fuck you, and let's eat!" Steve proclaimed, and everyone dug in, passing 


around plates and bowls of nearly everything on the menu. 


"Damn Gorman, | never knew you were so sentimental," Johnny cracked, raising a forkful of Chicken Tikka 


Masala to his mouth. 
"Yeah well, ya got me drunk, that's all it takes." 
"Cheap, easy, and always in time, that's our man," Chris called down from the center of the table. 


Steve pretended to cry with joy, which was always guaranteed to make his bandmates crack up. 


"Why don't you ever smile?" Chris teased. 
"Because my face would crack." Rich answered. 


"That's the problem with being so beautiful," Chris noted to the journalist in the room with them. "You can't 


act human" 


"Aww fuck off," Rich said, finally offering his slight smile. 


"You're going to abandon me," Chris whispered, "just like she did" 


Rich sighed. "You're gonna abandon yourself if you don't stop doing this shit” 


that scent Rich had always associated with Chris, the heavy amber of the incense he preferred, sandalwood 
soap, and always a faint trace of weed which he didn't necessarily dislike; it was a smell which never failed to 
remind him of Chris no matter the context. 

"No, you're not. You're depressed, | get it, she betrayed you and you're telling yourself you deserved it 
because you think everybody really hates you. | know what you're thinking, but | also know that this shit is not 
going to solve anything.” 

"You'll leave too, | know, you're gonna tell everybody that | should be fired” 

"Goddamn it, how could you think | would do that to you?!" 

"You've lied to me before." 

"And you've lied to me, so fucking what." 

Chris laughed, and Rich flopped down on the bed beside him. 

‘Its true!" 

"| know, | know." Chris turned onto his side and rested his forehead against Rich's shoulder. 

"There's so many things you still have, and if you don't realize that then you're dumber than | thought." 
"You've always thought | was dumb, so that's nothin’ new." 


"That's not just limited to you, bubba." 


"Child -" Chris drawled, and raised his hand as if to deliver a slap, which Rich deflected with a pillow. He grinned 
if only because he spied a flash of the Chris he knew and loved. 


All the stations in Nashville - no matter the format - were playing Everly Brothers songs, and the 


accumulated weight of relational pondering resulted in the kind of connection desired in the face of memorial. 


“Today is weird," Steve told Rich, exercising his executive privilege to call the other whenever he felt like it. 


| get why you're saying that, but there's something really fucked up about why that is." 

"Which is why it's weird, honey.’ 

"But Chris couldn't go for ten years without talking to me, though." 

"You don't think? Really?" 

Rich sighed. "Well..." 

"See | would have agreed with you back then But now -" 

"But he is talking.’ 

"Yeah but, think about it. He was different this past year, and you know it. Bet they had it worse, though." 
"Growing up poor in Appalachia? People generally do." 


"Well yeah, but they were only a year apart, and it was the family business. | mean, you two chose to do this, 


but they were expected to do it." 
It chose us." 


"You know what they call that? Magical thinking. And people do it because it excuses them from taking 
responsibility for their own lives.” 


"Watching a lot of Dr. Phi these days, huh?" 

"Have | told you to fuck off lately? Because its a fair call.” 

"| don't know why you're worried, it's not like you care." 

"Do you?" 

| care about the people | love, and who love me. And the ones who don't can go their own way." 

"What about the people who can barely tolerate you?" 

"They can also fuck off" Rich followed this up with a comedic wild cackle, his version of his brother's laugh. 
"So Pete said you're moving?" 


"Yeah, | don't have a lot of faith in this city anymore, and D is missing the Left Coast." 


"I figured you would have wanted to go back up North." 
"| do, but the kids don't." 


"Yeah I'm waiting for the day when mine find out they could have grown up out there. I'll never hear the end 
of it" 


"You're in the place where you need to be. We all are.’ 
"Now who's been watching self-help shows again?" 


"Okay here's a platitude for ya, Gorman. Brothers who collaborate may live out the same story every time, 


but it's what you do at the end of the story that counts. I'm going to live my life, and no one can stop me." 
"That is probably the healthiest thing I've heard you say in over ten years." 


"Well I've earned it, so have you. And though I'd love to spend all day in this self-affirmation therapy session, 
I've got shit to do." 


‘Emotionally-balanced but still a fucking smart-ass, that's why | like ya, hoss." 


"No you don't, but I'll take the compliment anyway." 
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("The most bitchy, sensitive, paranoid, argumentative people on the planet Earth") 


‘Let me ask you something.’ 
"Yeah?" 
"We're taking our parents to Bacchanalia for their anniversary next week" 


Steve whistled "Man, that had to take some cheese, huh? I've been trying to get in there for Ro's birthday - 


maybe next year." 
"Well you're in luck, we want y'all to come too." 


"Wait a minute, you're telling me the two of you can't even get together for dinner without killing each other? 


Seriously?" 


‘lm telling you that Mom and Dad consider you family, for one thing. And for another, he might be less apt to 


act a fool if y'all are there. C'mon, it's on me, just help me out and you get a nice dinner out of it, at least.” 
"So your parents consider me family but the two of you think l'm just -" 
"Steve | swear to fuck don't start with me." 


Rich received a version of the stare he was used to: skepticism and cynicism and just a touch of disgust. "Yes, 


I'm asking a favor, | owe you one for this,” he said, his tone nearly pleading. 


"Big time." 
"Look, you'll get brownie points with the wife at least 


"No that's not compensation enough to be expected to referee the two of you, since apparently you can't be 


bothered to act right around your parents, for fuck's sake." 

"How long have you known us? | know you know Chris is going to act even worse around them!" 
Steve began snickering and Rich smirked. 

"The answer is: way too goddamn long, but okay, we're in Do | have to wear a suit?" 


"One thing you have plenty of is suits, so don't even try that." 


He had a dream that he has always known his brother. Time was like a corridor, and he could view Time as a 
fixed continuum. Along this space he saw the two of them together: young and old, unknown and infamous, at 
odds and in harmony. But for always, not just the one life they could recall, the life they inhabited, the life in 
which no one who knew them knew them as any other than brothers. They were enclosed within an aura they 
shared, and it kept changing colors, flaring bright red and then fading to pink, deepening to purple, shifting to 
blue. But then, like the dawning of a day, the blue became streaked with green and within it the two of them 
shone, silver and gold. Became so bright he could barely focus upon the sight without fear of going blind. Their 
expressions were as unmoved as when they posed for publicity photographs: slices of themselves offered up 
as fodder for curiosity and desire, each in some inner world they inhabited as sovereign and not as correlate. 
The aura began to break apart, the white-hot glow fading, the light seemed to flow like mercury away from 
them, those statue-like selves hardening and cracking, crumbling and within the dream he cried out at the 
disintegration of that myth of unity, even as he knew it was absolutely necessary. 


Knowing that they would each emerge whole once more, but as strangers to one another. 


Chris had been mischievously defacing the wall separating the live room from the control room with various 
scrawls of graffiti until Steve had jibed it was starting to look like the Tate house. Nobody laughed at this, 
which meant the truth was a little too apparent. But Chris had said he wanted Kevin to have to look "through 


a veil of bullshit" every time he observed a Take. 


Chris brought his lyrics in, song by song, under their producer's proscription to keep the material focused in 


terms of tone and emotion. 


"| don't think you're quite there, mate," Kevin said after reading a proffered lyric. 


"Huh? What's wrong with it, then?" Chris asked. 


‘Its too vague. You've got a tendency to be vague and that's something we're trying to fix. | want these songs 


to just penetrate peoples brain like a bullet." 
"Vague? It's a song about asking someone to be a lover - | mean, how much more direct does it have to be?" 


| can't hear you singing it when | read these lyrics. l'm onto you Chris - you're trying to be lazy and pander 


to me, you think l'm not smart enough to know the difference." 


Chris laughed, short and hard. "Kev lemme tell ya, if | was pandering you'd know it. I'd be singing about my dick 


and diamond rings." 

Kevin snapped his fingers. "Wait a mo - that's brilliant! Make that a metaphor for falling in love." 
"What?" 

"A diamond ring. ts simple and yet profound" 

Chris rolled his eyes. "Okay, whatever." 


Anyone else who might have witnessed this conversation would have been surprised, if not outright shocked, at 


Chris‘ capitulation Lesser men would have been physically attacked - and had been - for such a suggestion 


Its not me Im missing 
and it's not you 


its something that never was. 


Rich was pondering whether he wanted to paint - it was a hot day and the small bedroom he was using as a 
makeshift studio was always stuffy even with the AC continuously running. He stared at his art supplies, 
musing, when he heard a knock at the front door. On the other side stood his father, already sweat-dappled in 
a mint green polo shirt and khakis. 

"Hey Dad, did you want some tea? It must be 90 out there already, huh?" 


"Close enough, I'd say. Please, | am parched!" 


Stan entered the house and Rich led him to the kitchen where they sat under the fan running on high and he 


mopped his reddened face with a handkerchief. 

"| thought you were gonna play golf today." 

"Nah, it's too hot for man and beast. Where's the little woman?" 
"Em's at her yoga class." 

"You writin’ songs?" 


"Nah, | was thinking about painting something. | get that feeling, you know? Like | wanna just see everything in 


intense color." 


Stan shrugged then sipped his glass of sweet tea. "I can't claim to know how to be creative like y'all, so I'll just 
take your word for it. | just wondered if you'd been thinkin’ ‘bout what you're gonna do." 


‘lm tryin’ not to think too much ‘bout anything right now." 
| know you must be feelin’ really low, but | also know he's in as much pain as you are." 


Rich began to answer but his father held up his hand. 


"I know you don't wanna be hearin’ that from me, or anybody else, | just want you to think ‘bout that. The 
things he's sayin’ are comin’ from a place of pain - you two can hurt each other much worse'n you hurt 


yourselves.” 
Rich grimaced. "| just don't know if | can keep doing this," he said softly. 


"Your brother would try the patience of Job his own self, but this is your trial, Rich. That you can create 
great music despite the troubles. And you know he would sink without you, you know he loves you and that's 


why he gives you the very best of who he is. He doesn't know who to be without you." 


And who am I? Rich wondered to himself, but gave his father a smile and a nod as he was expected to do. 


The people waiting by the bus had waxed and waned over the years, and now it tended to be the same people 
at every gig in certain regions. There was a dark-haired woman who looked to be in her mid-30s and reminded 
Steve so much of his wife it spooked him. And she always smelled like cinnamon rolls, so he had to stop looking 
at her altogether when he would come to the security barricade to shake hands and sign things after a show. 


When he had finally decided to rejoin the band he had taken a vow of gratitude and made the effort to connect 


with fans at every gig, as these people were obviously using up all their vacation time, sick time, and whatever 


else they might have to follow them around the country. Chris posited that certain fans might be apt to 
follow any band around as an excuse to put their mundane lives on hold, but Steve recognized certain people 
from over ten years ago, so he knew this was the hardcore loyal contingent, not just fairweather bandwagon- 
jumpers. These people felt like they owned the band, their continued loyalty had afforded them that privilege, 


and he wasn't inclined to tell them they were wrong. 

A woman who looked to be around his age was holding out a worn copy of Southern Harmony for him to sign. 
He took the Sharpie she proffered, noticing that most everyone else had gone, only a few stragglers remained, 
talking with Jackie and Sven. 

"Too bad you guys sound so corporate now," she said quietly. 


Steve looked up, raising his eyebrows. "Not sure what you mean by that" 


"That's what it's come down to, hasn't it? The three of you, Black Crowes Inc, and your employees. It doesn't 


mean anything anymore." 


He sighed. "I hate to break it to you, but that's how most bands operate." He handed back the album and the 


pen, wishing now he hadn't affixed a Best Wishes above his scrawled name. 

"But you were different,” she insisted, pinning him with pale eyes and he began to wonder..are you someone I 
might have drunkenly fucked in 1110? He had been drunk for most of a decade, after all, even if never 
completely out of control. 


"Uh, that's how time works, hon. People change." 


"Don't patronize me! Years from now, you'll admit to the truth of it, that the best of what you were was long 


gone even before you came back And all you're doing now is lying to everyone, especially yourselves." 
Steve blinked several times, pondering this pronouncement, before Jackie walked by and squeezed his shoulder. 
"Time to go, man," he said, turning to wave at fans walking by on the street before climbing the steps of the 


bus. 


"Thanks for coming anyway,” he said to her, struggling to be gracious, "even if we're not what you want 


anymore." 


"Don't worry about me," she replied, her expression one of calm neutrality. "What do you want?" 


Imagine how surprised all the girls will be.. 


‘I'm sorry," the Sun said to the Moon, enclosed within the black velvet womb of the other's domain, seemingly 
a hundred candles burning and the smoke of incense twirling upon the air, likely a fiery deathtrap, but if there 
was one thing Rich knew, it was that his brother was all about atmosphere. 


"I'm sorry too, you know | love you, | don't mean to be so hateful, | just -" 

Rich dammed the flow of Chris’ words with his mouth, swallowing those offered apologies and regrets, 
searching for the sweetness he knew was there, somewhere. They grappled upon the mattress but gently, 
without their usual intensity, a longing for each other's skin which was also a longing to know themselves: a 
twisted reflection of a twinned perspective. 

"You know | love you," he said in kind. "Even when you forget" 

"| don't forget, | just.lose myself sometimes.” 

"| will always find you." 

What a wildly romantic thing to say. But Rich meant it, the kind of extravagant gesture which he knew Chris 
would appreciate, something wholly unlike him - but perhaps only because his persona led everyone to believe 
he abhorred such things. But they knew each other, the truth of who they were, and that was both the most 
wonderful thing and the most terrible thing of all. 


Well do you want fo play a game 
it feels so good its almost pain 


They didn't fight like brothers, no matter how many times they might say they did. 


the gilded path 
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Lived with a person once and | watched you disappear 


An obligatory appearance at Christmas, but this time when his father cornered him in his old room Chris had 


to tamp down an urge to lash out, as trapped animals do in such situations. 
"Do you know how much you hurt him by moving away?" 


Chris rolled his eyes. Emboldened by a judicious amount of bourbon-spiked eggnog he leaned in close, placing a 
hand on his father's arm. 


"Lemme lay some truth on ya, Stan -" 


"Boy, you will not disrespect me in my own house." It wasn't affront which colored his words, merely calm 


assurance. 


" - the minute they all knew | was gone, they were so fucking glad So I'm the Devil, | guess, and | am startin’ to 
enjoy the role. So fuck it, if your son was so goddamn devastated he should have got on a plane or picked up 
the fuckin’ phone - or hell, | dunno - hired a goddamn skywriter to tell me! Because no, | don't know that 


because he never said one single motherfuckin’ word!" 

"You should know because that's your blood!" 

A sigh, pulling at his hair as much in frustration as anger. 

"Do you know how long and how hard I've been tryin’ to take him on this trip with me? Rich fights me every 


step of the way. Every step! Even when he knows that what we do together is magic, it's the greatest thing in 


the world. How many more years | am supposed to drag someone along who doesn't wanna go?" 


"All he's ever wanted was to be your friend." 

"That is such bullshit -" 

"Boy, you best remember who you're talkin’ to! You two can't stay away from each other, and that's a fact. 
But because he's not actin the way you think he should, you think he's fightin’ you. But he has always looked 
to you, paid attention to what you were readin, and listenin’ to, what you thought was good. He trusts your 
taste. But he's not a person who shares his feelings except in his music. Hasn't his music been enough to tell 
you how he feels about you?!" 

Chris found himself frozen, considering that very point. Thinking of the first time he heard certain songs, 
realizing the gift of them - here, this is for you to fell a story - and he blinked, trying to look blase and failing. 
He felt like he could cry instead. 

"Love isn't supposed to be easy - nothing worth anythin’ ever is." 

That was a timeworn homily, but no less true, he supposed. 

| can't be the one makin’ all the assumptions, Dad, it's not right. If an oyster ain't gonna open eventually you 
gonna throw it back. Blood of my blood or no, your son needs to learn, because someday | am gonna find the 
strength to walk away from all of this and then y'all are gonna have to learn how to live without me, and I'd 
like to see ya try!" 

"You're my son too, and sometimes you ain't right." 


Chris grinned, opened his arms, and these expansive gestures were wholly sardonic. 


‘Lam right about my own fuckin’ life and my own fuckin’ band, that much | know. And | am not your son, | am 


a changeling they left you till you could try again for the right one, the golden child." 
"Are you that drunk, Christopher, that you are talkin’ pure nonsense to me?" 


Chris sighed, and gently pushed his father aside. "| wish | was, actually." 


Whistling down the phone, a trusted confident is concerned. 
"Are you sure about this? You are gonna come off like a supervillain for sure." 


"How long have you know me? | don't give a shit!" 


"I know you don't, but -" 


"| do how | do and | can't claim to be authentic unless | do. C'mon now, why should any of us torture 


ourselves?" 
‘I'm with ya, it just seems like all that goodwill you've been creating, if this gets out -" 


"Oh it will, trust me. Because he's gonna fight me - just like he fights me on everything else. He thinks he can 


shame me. and | say again, ‘How long have you known me?!" 


The friend was shocked at the laughter which followed, but after a moment decided that such a gambit could 


be seen as crazy-brilliant, entirely reflective of the mind which concocted the plan 


Rich looked through the photo albums in the family home, there were stacks of them, one for every month of 
their young lives, it seemed. He recalled many of the photos in terms of the murmured admonishments of 
their mother - stand together, cmon now - and even if they might find themselves in mid-argument they 
would ape camaraderie by putting their arms around each other. In that context it was okay, but later, there 
was an energy and an aura between them which precluded something so seemingly normal. Later, when at one 
shoot he cradled his Tele and his brother draped himself like some kind of velvet shawl around him, their 
heads touching and their familial beauty on display - it was too powerful, to have them stand in such an 
intimate tableaux. And yet, the first time they did so, it was meant to be a visual pun though the actual image 


was unintentionally erotic. 


It didn't take much to talk them into it - they found it laughable - because it was the opposite of what they 
thought of themselves. They weren't pretty boys, even as they knew people reacted to their attractiveness. 
They came from a long line of handsome kin on either side, it was simply a fact. And so to cover themselves 
with Georgia mud, sons of the soil, it was a far better notion than, say, eating peaches or whatever other silly 
ideas had been brokered. It was a definite fuck you to Rubin, with his tone-deaf masquerade. Overalls and 
hayseeds my ass, Rich thought. You want us to be good ole boys? Okay asshole, here ya go. 


Pete also thought it was funny, but he wasn't going to send it out as a publicity photo. 

"Why not?" Chris demanded, 

"You guys look like you're naked, covered in mud, standing in a shower, fer chrissakes." 

"Its an image, right? Rubin wanted an image, well here it is!" 

Their expressions were serious but not tough. There was something inviting about the way they stood there, 


calmly eyeing the camera, Rich with his hands out, a trickle of water from the showerhead, their wet bodies 


smeared with mud. But even so, nothing could occlude their unified beauty. 


"IFs just -" 
Steve picked up the proof, studying it with lips pursed. "It doesn't make me laugh, I'll tell ya that" 
The two continued to chuckle. "It's hilarious” Chris proclaimed. 


"You guys can't see it the way anyone else would, even if they knew the reason," Pete said, "Gorman, | know 


you're seeing what l'm seeing.” 
Steve nodded. 


"Look, we had to stand in the shower, we couldn't get mud all over the floor!" Rich explained. "And we had to 
keep it from drying on us, it would have looked really bad that way." 


"No | get all that, but, it just doesn't look the way you think it does," Pete summated. 
"What the fuck are you sayin?" Chris demanded of both men, receiving shrugs in response. 


"Look, just do the shoot with Seliger with your clothes on and that'll be it, okay? You try to be funny with 
people, they don't get the joke - we can't afford to do anything too obtuse." 


The argument shut down, the two walked out of Pete's office. Steve stood there a moment, hands in his 
pockets, smirking. 


"So what were you thinking?" he asked Pete, but then echoed the statement in unison as soon as their 


manager opened his mouth. 


"Incest." 


so | let the poison go 
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"If | got rid of my demons, I'd lose my angels." 
-Tennessee Williams 


"Here's the crazy shit about y'all," Brendan informed the braintrust one day over lunch. "You guys are perfect 
musicians for each other.| seriously doubt your self-taught idiosyncrasies could work with most other people. 
Ill tell ya, that's one reason Cease couldn't it hack with you, because you guys know how to perform to your 
own limitations, it's like a language only you can speak" 

"You think that's the only thing crazy, huh?" Steve asked, smirking. 

"Look I'm tryin’ to be diplomatic, alright?" 


Chris cackled, then chucked a hush puppy at their engineer. "Buddy, don't piss in my tea and tell me it's lemon 


Juice!" 
Rich pulled a face. "Why do people put lemon in their sweet tea? Just drink some goddamn lemonade!" 


"I bet you spend a lot of time thinkin’ about that kinda stuff, don't you?" Brendan teased. "Why do people eat 


Canadian bacon instead of regular ham? Why would you want some frozen yogurt instead of ice cream?" 


"Why would you?" Steve interjected. "Why would you eat something that's not as good as ice cream? Now that 


is crazy.” 


Brendan laughed. "See, | know this shit is what is really important to you, you are good ole boys at heart. 


Because what can a Southern man spend days discussing? A good meal.’ 


"Hell, everybody does that, Bud, not just Southerners," Chris asserted, 


"Yeah but we raise it to a fine art. Like with barbeque. | have seen grown men cry over some barbeque, y'all." 
They all nodded solemnly. 

"Well barbeque's a whole ‘nother thing, though," Rich noted. "Because you could do it a whole buncha ways." 
"Like fucking," Chris cracked. 


"The shit that just falls outta your mouth," Rich muttered, rolling his eyes, annoyed that he provided yet 


another setup for Chris‘ constant smartass observations. 
"Well it's true! There are myriad schools of thought on every damn thing.’ 


Brendan cracked up and Steve leaned across the table with a grin. “Didn't | tell ya?" 


"Do you know why we're not friends anymore?! 
"Frankly | outgrew you." 


"Fuck you! Its because you are so fucking insecure that you can't stand having people around you who will be 


honest with you. | know you, and you can't deny it" 
"Honest? Fucker, you're one to talk. You sit there telling me l'm squandering our greatness, but lemme tell ya 
somethin: it's mine to squander, either way. And you ain't got no call to tell me I'm fuckin’ shit up when you 


drink like a fuckin’ whale, man. | bet it takes you a week to stop sellin’ like a distillery when you get home." 


"I only drink like this on tour, its the only way | can stand your pretentious, argumentative, insecure ass. Look, 


| still bring it every goddamn night, I've never missed a gig, never missed any kind of commitment." 

"So you're a functional alcoholic, con-goddamn-gratulations." 

"I am not an alcoholic." 

"But I'm a junkie?" 

"No, but, that's all you seem to want to be about. And that's not the guy who was my friend, the guy who 
makes me laugh like no one else can. | miss that guy. You're just being a rock star now, and remember how we 


said we didn't wanna do that bullshit?" 


"This is my life, goddamn it, and its not for the weak." 


Steve laughed right in Chris' face to be cruel, wanting him to hurt as much as he was hurt by their 
estrangement. 


"You're nothing but weak, man, on your own fucking trip, and you're destroying everything good you were ever 
a part of. | just want to make sure you know that's what you're doing.” 


"Oh, because you know me, right? You're just being honest with me." 
"Do you think | wanna be an asshole to you?" 

| think you do. | think it's the only thing you really wanna do anymore." 
"If you don't like it then stop making it so fuckin’ easy!" 


Chris looked into Steve's eyes and it seemed any previous intoxication or dysfunction had vanished and what 


was left behind was a brilliant anger, a cold fire in those hooded eyes. 

"When we get off this bus | swear to fuck if you get in my way you will regret it" 

"Oh trust me, | will stay as far away from you as possible." 

There was silence, then, a weighty silence filled with recriminations and regret and just plain anger, but 
everyone was enclosed within their own misery, hardening like amber, choking and claustrophobic. Steve did the 


only thing he could do and opened another beer, staring out the window at a landscape which had long lost its 
charm in his sight. 


("by the time you get to the bedroom, you look in the bed, and you say to yourself: ‘What kind of fucking 


asshole am | sleeping with, man?) 


Chris dropped his notebook onto the bed, rather than aiming it at his brother's head. He knew this represented 


an enormous effort of civility. 
"Every idea | have, you don't like. Are you just being ornery or what, child?" 
"I think you're being lazy, is what" 


"So you tell me the melody, then" 


"That's supposed to be your job." 

"But you won't let me do it! 

"If you did it correctly, we wouldn't be having a problem 
"According to who? Like you're the expert?" 

"Whom. And yeah, | wrote the tune, so | would know 


A staring contest, each of them glaring at the other, daring violation of whatever boundary had been 
established; fighting against feeling, fighting instead of feeling, fighting to fight. 


"Why can't you just let me be who | am? Why is that never good enough for you?!" 


"And | could say the same damn thing. My entire fuckin’ life, you have done nothing but pick at me every day. 
You can't just let me be. So how do you like that then, huh? Its a fuckin’ drag, right? Now you know.’ 


Their exchange was entirely level-voiced.quiet, even. Not wanting the ones beyond the walls to roll their eyes 
yet again. But there were times when they didn't care, and their dysfunction polluted the atmosphere and 


made everyone ill. 


"If | told you how good you are, how good you could be, you'd only use it against me. You'd think you'd never 


have to listen to me ever again." 
"I listen to you when you make sense. You're either right or you're wrong.’ 
"When? When have you ever thought | was right?!" 


Rich looked down at the guitar in his lap, plucking the D string. "When you told me to finish writing ‘Angels, 
when you said it was going to be a song that would make people cry.’ 


Chris held his breath for a few seconds, stopping whatever smartass remark wanted to emerge. He listened to 
his heartbeat and remembered that moment. Across the years and miles he leaned forward and fingered a 
strand of something he treasured more than the gold it resembled. 


"Was | right about something else too?" he whispered. 


Rich began playing a new song, continuing to look down, but he smiled in response. 


(interludes) 
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Some of the lyrics in Interlude One are mine masquerading as Chris: 


one: "to be moved and to move" 


Stella obscura 

have you no light fo shed for me 
wandering this land in 

darkness so delicious 

confusion completed and conceited 
All | see is mirrors 

crashing 

your reflection 

smashing 

fo pieces on the floor. 


"You didn't write that!" Rich snapped, looking at the cribbed writing in his brother's notebook. 
"Yeah | did! It sounds kinda too much like, | dunno, Syd Barrett, maybe?" 

"Nick Drake." 

| haven't listened to those records as much as you have. But yeah, it's me, it's about you." 
Rich stood up, setting his guitar in the center of the bed. "What?" 


‘Its a metaphor. You're the Sun, and the stars are all suns, right? But you're the sun who hides all the time. 
And l'm just waiting on you to rise and shine." 


‘It's foo poetic. You should save it." 


Chris shrugged. "Then pick something else." 


He was lying on his back on the floor in front of the window, looking up at the clouds overlapping and thinking it 


might rain. 

"Why am | the Sun?" 

"Don't you remember? You said you were gold, and the pyramids, and a churchbell." 

Rich let out a breathy laugh as he paged through the notebook. "You forgot Persian rug.’ 

"No | didn't, but that's not about the sun, or stars. That's about royalty." 

"Wasn't the Sun a god?" 

"Is, even in exile and dispute." 

"Now there is a good line." 

"You write it then, o wise child." 

"C'mon, don't be lazy." 

Chris sat up. "Play something else," he ordered, holding his hand out for the notebook. 

Rich obliged by picking out something which had been haunting him for several days, he imagined it set upon a 
gentle shuffle, like the sound of a train rocking over the rails. Movement: implacable and unending, the way he 


thought life had to be, because to stand still was a kind of surrender he wasn't willing to make. Stillness was 
suffocation and entropy was what he most feared. 


(But everything eventually breaks down) 


Rich switched up and played a long vamp, what he thought would be the introduction to the song, one of those 
old-time fanfares, then he went back into the main figure, tapping his foot on the floor as he did so. Chris 
clapped along in that immediate telepathy they only sometimes shared now. 


It sounded like everything they were: two people who defined themselves by travel, by the unspoken empathy 


for everything which passed before their eyes, knowing they were two sides of the same argument, the same 


story, the same song. Knowing they were The Two Who Were One. 


(Tired, but wiser for the time) 


"It sounds like the road," Chris said, breaking into the rhythm of the repetition. 

"IF sounds like us," Rich said, continuing to play. "Its who we are." 

Chris climbed onto the bed next to him, hoping that they could see into each other once more. 

the sky met the sea, when I didnt think you could quite reach me 

That small smile, fleeting as the seconds which passed as the road rolled on and they merged even as they 


held off, lines drawn and then erased and yet those imaginary divisions remained, and were violated, and were 
forgotten and then reformed. 


After. 

Ever. 

For now. 

"Does it sound like us when we're really us?" 
"Yeah." 

"Then we should sing it together." 

"So write what | wanna sing, then" 


Chris flipped pages, found a few sentences, sang them tentatively. Rich nodded his head, pursed his lips, 
thought about what the bridge should be. 


"What are we about? What do we always want to do?" 
"Write songs that people can't ever forget." 
"No, | mean what do we always want to do on the road?" 


"We want glory. Not fame, not notoriety and all that bullshit. We want the glory of where the Song takes us, 


all of us." 


"Preach it now," Rich teased, settling on a chord progression and strumming it out. 

Chris hummed along, waiting for his brain to release the thought which must have been surely waiting for 
just those notes to come along and let it go. The last four words of the refrain - not that he knew it at the 
time - emerged from his subconscious, hitting the music just right, and Rich called out, "Yeah!" with a smile 
and..Chris couldn't help it, he had to express the shiny starry warmth he felt just at that moment. 

He took his brother's face in his hands and kissed him, first soft and shy, then deeply passionate. With the 
guitar between them, an inadequate barrier, they poured into one another all they ever meant to each other, 


everything ever spoken and unspoken and glorious 


Even when it was beyond their reach. 


No time left now for shame. 


Horizon behind me, no more pain 
Windswept stars blink and smile. 


Another song, another mile. 


two: "Never blew a second chance, oh no" 

It was a wan October Monday and Steve found it surreal somehow to be home, and awake, and in one place. He 
stood in Rose Mary's student-furnished living room and appreciated the silence which then began to unnerve 
him. Moving into the kitchenette and assessing the contents of her fridge, he nearly dropped a jar of 
mayonnaise when he heard the phone ring. 

"Hello?" His greeting was tentative, as he didn't expect the call to be for him. 

"Hey man" 

"Chris?" 

"Yeah." 

"What's up?" 


"Whatcha doin?" 


"Nothin! Gonna make a sandwich, | guess." 


Let's go to lunch. You ever eat some Turkey King?" 

“Turkey what?" 

“Turkey King, man. They gotta a cart down to the courthouse." 

"If there's any place I've ever tried to avoid, it's the courthouse." 

"Well you just don't know, then. Its on Garnett, meet us there in twenty.’ 

"Yeah but -" Click 

Steve shrugged, figuring he could find the place even if he had to walk around the entire block, and what the 
fuck else was he going to do anyway? And thus he found his twin nemesis (nemesii?) in front of a glorified 
kiosk where turkey galore was on offer, and they were arguing and eating, and thus eating had not descended 
to fisticuffs. 

"IFs all Keith," Rich insisted around a mouthful of turkey burger. 

"It ain't! He's harmonizing with Mick on the bridge." 


"If he is you can barely hear Mick, which is why | say it's all Keith, overdubbed and shit” 


Steve stood on line, ordering two turkey burgers, and wondered if this was some kind of recurring nightmare 
because this was the same goddamn argument they had three years ago about "Can't You Hear Me Knocking.’ 


"Why are y'all still fighting about that?" 

"We thought about adding it to the setlist next Tour." 

"But we don't have a percussionist," Steve reminded Rich. 

Silence then, with an undertone of street traffic, sizzling grill, and Order Up! 
"Yeah well," Rich admitted, rattling his basket of fries. 


"Here's an idea," Steve suggested, coming to the counter with his food, "why don't we play ‘Sister Luck’ and 


‘Sway’ and see who figures out the difference. ‘Cause | guarantee you they won't!" 
His idea was met with a dual frown 


"You're not funny," Chris said. 


"Fuck you - you're the one who invited me to lunch!" 

"Seriously though, what are we gonna do next tour?" 

"Did you call Ford yet?" Steve asked. 

"Yeah man, he asked if he could quit his job and | said, ‘Yesterday, baby! Get your ass on a plane pronto!" 
"So when is he coming?" 

"Next week - he's gotta sublet his apartment and shit." 

"Why are we worried about touring when we haven't even made another record yet?" 

"Making the album is the easy part," Chris declared, examining his burger for treacherous tomatoes. 
"How long you think it's gonna take for your hair to grow back?" Rich teased Steve. 

"Fuck you." 

‘Is that all ya gotta say, Gorman? | think your brain might be pickled." 


"I think | have more brain damage from hanging out with you knuckleheads than anything | did to get fucked up 


on the road." 

"I definitely have brain damage from Chris." 

"Fuck you! You're the one bringing down my IQ twenty-four seven!" 

"I think we should cover ‘Torn and Frayed,’ next" Steve said, stepping once more into the oncoming collision 
"Goddamn now that is brilliant!" 

"Of course it is. You know, these aren't half-bad" 

“Specially if you cover ‘em in ketchup." 

Chris had finished eating and was softly singing the chorus to "Happy." Rich paused in his meal to join in and 
Steve smiled, setting down his burger to keep time, tapping on the counter. The lunch rush had died down so 


the only ones serenaded were the crew of Turkey King who gave them halfhearted applause. 


"Yall are rough!" Chris called out, laughing. "But that's okay, we'll come back with a whole set sometime." 


"Yall know any Bar-Keys?" the counterman asked. 

"Aww, we aren't good enough to play their stuff!" Rich demurred. 

"You them boys covered ‘Hard To Handle, right? | seen ya on the TV." 

Steve was amused to observe Chris and Rich looking embarrassed at the question 

"Yeah that's us," he answered, turning to face the kiosk. "We love Otis!" 

"Well that's good, knowin’ ya roots and all. Son, what happened to your hair?" 

Chris and Rich laughed loudly, rising to clear the counter and moving toward the trash can. Steve politely 
explained that one day in Germany he was bored and drunk and tired of having long hair. The counterman gave 
him a pitying look and Steve thought it best to refrain from further comment. 

"So whatcha wanna do?" Chris asked, stretching out his arms to suggest the city was theirs to explore. 
"Let's go work on some songs," Rich said. 

"My kit is still packed up," Steve noted. 

"Who cares - you got sticks, don't you?" 

"Yeah okay." 

"Man, it's too bad we gave away all them pots and pans we used to have," Chris cracked. 

"And lemme tell ya somethin; | would rock on them things." 

His bandmates smirked at him. "And we have an ego?" Rich jibed. 

"Fuck you." 

"What | tell you," Chris said to Rich, "he ain't got no game left" 

Rich handed Chris a twenty-dollar bill. 

"What the fuck, are you guys betting on pissing me off?" 


"Hey we can't fuck with the crew now, so -" 


Steve made a move toward Chris, who ran a few feet ahead, cackling. 
"Yeah you better run, asshole, ‘cause | will hang you by your goddamn ankles!" 


Rich followed behind, hands in his pockets and smirking to himself. "Welcome home," he muttered. 


three:.and the tangles they tie you up to 


Chris searched his pockets for change. "You got any quarters?" 

"Why would you be doing laundry now?" Steve asked. 

"Naw, | need to call The Snake" 

"We shoulda paid the phone bill" Steve muttered, checking the pockets of his duster coat 
"Fuck it, Ill just go over there. 

"You got enough gas?" 

"Yeah, | think so’ 

"Well don't get stranded if you don't even have change for a payphone" 


"Livin on the edge, that's how | do." Chris declared with a grin 


Can't you hear me knocking? 
Are you safe asleep? 


He stood at the front door with now-useless keys in hand, bewildered. Stan had changed the fucking locks. The 
door opened and the man in question fixed him with a smirk, arms folded. That smirk - it was a Robinson 
inheritance, Chris decided. 


"Did you get kicked outta your place?" 


"No, we're working on songs!" 


his father pointed at him. "If | catch you sleepin’ here you will not be comin’ back" 

"Stan what are you saying?!" His mother viewed the standoff with disgust. "Let the boy come in and stop this 
foolishness!" She took her son by the shoulder and brought him over the threshold, shutting the door behind 
him. 

"L am not about to encourage shiftless behavior!" 

"Dad, c'mon, we've got a deal and everything!” Rich called from the stairway. 

"Then how come y'all ain't gettin’ no money from it?" 

"We won't until we get signed, you know that," Chris said, dully. 

"If you get signed, you mean" 

| do not want to have this fuckin’ argument again" Chris turned and opened the front door again 

"Goddamn it, stop. Dad, just let him come upstairs, please." 

"Do you hear yourself, Stan? Your own sons are having to scold you." 

"Because we coddled ‘em! It's our own goddamn fault they don't wanna do anything useful." 

"| think making art is useful. And better still its meaningful" 

"Don't give me that bullshit -" 

"Close the door, Chris! | don't want the whole neighborhood listenin’ to this ridiculous conversation” 

"Dad, are you really saying this? That you don't think we're any good?" 

Stan paused, looking up at Rich. "| never said -" 

"Then what the fuck are you sayin?" Chris demanded. "You sat right there -" pointing at the living room 
couch, "- and listened to an actual record producer say we have potential and need to be encouraged. And you 
nodded and smiled and said, ‘Oh yes, we brought them up to love music.” 

"We didl" 

"You're talkin’ out both sides of your mouth! Either you think we're nothin’ or we're everythin’ So which is it 


gonna be? Because we're in it now, and we're in it together. That's what's killin’ ya, isn't it? That if we succeed, 
you have to acknowledge that we did it" 


"Chris -" 


"Stop it!" Rich yelled. "Dad, leave him alone and let us get to work, please! We have another demo to record this 
week and the songs aren't ready yet. Don't fuck this up for us." 


Stan looked hurt. "I would never try to sabotage you: 

Chris made to respond and Rich glared at him. "Enough" 

Chris came up the stairs, then turned and stared at his parents. 

"| know, when were famous, that you're gonna lie and say you were behind it the whole time. And | have 
resigned myself to that eventuality. But when it happens, just know that | am laughing at you, at your 


ignorance of your own children, who you claim to /ove 


"Would you fuckin’ shut up?!" Rich exclaimed, dragging his brother the rest of the way up the stairs and into 


his room. He slammed the door and pushed Chris towards the bed. "You never know when to stop!" 


Can't you hear me knocking? 
Throw me down the keys 


After a couple hours their mother brought them sandwiches and sweet tea and they kissed her and made 
apologies for their profanity. She merely smiled and waggled a finger then departed as quietly as she came in. 


"So then, my lovely brother, fair-haired child, when do you think Stan is gonna put the hammer down and make 


you move out?" 


Rich smirked, his own version of the familial expression. "I already tried to ask him if | could move in with 


Dave, and he said he was fine with me stayin’ because he knew | wasn't gonna let no dopers come in" 
Chris rolled his eyes, then reached over and tugged on Rich's hair. "I told you to part it on the side!" 
"Is not long enough yet." 

"Is past your ears!" 


"Yeah but it needs to be longer to stay parted like that" 


Chris felt fortunate that Rich had never questioned his edict, after spending a stoned evening watching Body 
Heat courtesy of someone's pirated cable box and experiencing an epiphany regarding his brother's 
attractiveness. It was beginning to emerge, slowly, and it had started when he realized that Rich was old 


enough to make up his own mind about things..and he was choosing to stay. 


Help me baby, | ain't no stranger. 


"You shoulda called first, you know." 

"| didn't have any quarters" 

"Your phone get shut off agan?" 

"It was either that or the electricity, we figured we could live without a phone for a month’ 


They were lying side-by-side on Rich's bed, but with no intentions of sleeping. Merely waiting for the house to 


grow quiet. 

"Did you lock the door?" 

"Yeah. You know he's not really gonna say you can't come back, he's just mad." 
"Mad about every damn thing." 

Rich chuckled. "That about covers it 

"He's always been mad at me. | never became what he thought | should be." 


The chuckle became a laugh. "Dad knew as soon as you could walk that you were gonna be ornery." He nudged 


his brother with his shoulder. 
"And when did he know you were gonna be a smartass?" 

"Probably the time when | made that kid cry ‘cause | said his macaroni picture was ugly" 

Chris cackled. "That's my no-tact-havin’ brother! Didn't you have to write a thing ‘bout how you were sorry?" 


"And | wasn't!" 


"Never apologize for who you are," they intoned in unison. 


four: charmingly sinister 


Steve awoke with a hangover and the stony face of Rich hovering above. He started to see him there then 
softly swore. 


"Fuck! What are you doin?" 
"Wondering when you were gonna wake the hell up.’ 


"What do you want?" Steve sat up and pawed at tangles of hair, rubbing his eyes and wincing at his own sour 
smell. 


"I want you to go talk to Johnny. | don't think he's sick at all." 
"Yeah he is, sick of us." 
"You understand each other..| want to know if he's gonna come in at all, or what." 


"What if he doesn't?" 


"I just need to know. I'll play his parts if | have to, | don't care. But | need to know if he's deciding to run off to 
India or whatever shit he's got goin’ on" 


Steve stood up, taking advantage of his physical presence to intimidate his bandmate, for old times’ sake if 
nothing else. 


"Look man, don't mock Johnny's interest in yoga, okay? It's a real thing. Just because you don't understand it 


doesn't mean you get to bag on it.” 


| only care about this band. | could give not one shit about his spiritual quest, okay? But if you haven't 


noticed, we're in the middle of making a record here." 
"You think | don't know what's going on?" 
"I think you're still drunk, but you get what I'm saying. Go talk to him." 


Steve's head hurt too much to muster a fair retort. 


Johnny opened the door, still pajama-clad and pale as buried fungi. 

"Dude," he said, squinting at the sunlight, "I got this Internet program going, you should see it!" 
Steve crossed the threshold and closed the door, feeling the interior gloom settle upon him. 
"Uh, did ya hear, man? We got this thing called an album we thought we might record." 

"| can't believe that shit, like we're supposed to live together? What are we, The Monkees?" 
"The Stones did it in France." 

"Oh, like that's an example of an ideal situation? Haven't we already been through enough shit?!" 
"Johnny, what's wrong, man? We're both pissed at the Rotten Twins, yeah, but.this is your job." 


Johnny came nose-to-nose with Steve, sniffing him. "You been drinkin’ man? A little rum in your coffee 


maybe?" 

"I have had nothing alcoholic today." 

"Yet." 

"Yeah okay, so what's your point?" 

"| don't owe Rich a goddamn thing, not even an explanation" 

‘I'm pretty sure he thinks you do. And you know what that means." 

"Let him fire me!" 

"Dude, you don't want that, c'mon! | know you don't. | really want to know what's wrong." 


Johnny slumped into the office chair in front of his desk, the glow from the computer screen making him look 


all the more ghostly. "If | tell you, you can't tell him. Either of them. 
"| won't. Or at least as little as possible." 


Johnny sighed, rubbing his bearded chin. "See, | can't trust you! Ultimately you will always take their side 
because you're afraid to let go. Like you don't think you can live without them." 


"| don't want to live without this band, yeah. But why should 1? I've worked hard, we all have, to make this 


what it is. It's not about them." 
"But they think everything is about them." 
Steve sighed. "Fuck, | do need a drink" 


"Well you won't get one here. I'm done with that shit. Thats why I'm not comin’ in - | don't want to deal with 
them right now, all coked-up and nodding off, hell, even you." 


"Me?" 


"Steve, | love you, but look in a mirror. | don't think you're gonna like what you see. And | know why you're 
doin’ it, same reason | was: to kill the frustration, the pain, the paranoia - all that shit. And | didn't like what it 


made me. But you know what? I'm the only one who can save me. So that's what it's about. | need to be clean" 
Steve sighed again. "I know. | know l'm drinking like an asshole. But this is my band -" 


Johnny laughed, and it sounded sharp around the edges. "Now you know | don't believe in any of that AA shit, 
you can twelve-step your ass right off a goddamn cliff, but one thing | do know is that when you're in a co- 
dependent relationship, you can't rely on anything except that it will kill you. You think the Crowes are your 
band, you think you have any say? Really? Because | know that you don't. Nobody does except those selfish 
assholes who only care about how much they can hurt each other. How they can make each other miserable, 
fight for dominance, make each other pay for the shit they did to each other when they were kids. And 
they're taking us all with them. That is why you're killing yourself and disguising it as coping with the 


situation" 

"You're wrong, it is my band too. It's just that none of you are willing to fight for it like | am." 

Johnny smiled then, but it quickly collapsed into a smirk. "I get that you need to believe what you want to 
believe to get the job done. And you guys grew up together - that's what it really is. The biggest lie you've 
ever told yourself is that you're not a Robinson. You are totally the big brother, and you want to be. You want 
to believe that you can save them from themselves." 

They stared at each other for a time, roused by a chime on Johnny's computer. 


"| got mail! Lets see what the world has to tell me today." 


"Whatever you think my deal is, I'm not gonna argue with you. But are you gonna come in and record your 


parts?" 


"Tell Rich that when he's ready for me then call me and I'll come in. But he's got to call me. | think | deserve a 


little consideration, especially after the bullshit they put us through the past two years." 


"Okay, I'll tell him that. Doesn't mean he's gonna listen, though." 

"You know what it is?" Johnny suddenly said, looking up from the keyboard. "I realized that | want a life too. 
What kind of man am | gonna be if | keep doin’ this bullshit? Think about it - you want kids some day, don't 
you? What kind of father are you going to be? What kind of father do you think Rich is?" 

"I think he's trying to be the best he can be." 

Another grin. "Yep, it's just like | said. But seriously man, look at yourself. Think about it 

"Oh - Rich wants to know if you're going to India" 


Johnny rolled his eyes. "Rosie won't let me. She said they have the worst traffic fatality rate in the world" 


Steve laughed heartily, and thought perhaps it might turn out okay after all. "Yeah tough guy, it's just like | 
thought." 


"Namaste, my brother. Fuck you, but namaste 


this unfortunate show 


Author's Notes: 
Trigger warning: incest (implied and suggested and portrayed). 


This story attempts to explain the eventual dissolution of a dysfunctional relationship containing moments of 


heartbreaking beauty. 


This story incorporates multiple viewpoints—although Chris and Rich are the primary characters. Steve is also 


a prevalent character, and there are appearances from nearly everyone in the band. 


You know you Tried fo take my soul 
and threw it out the window 


Between love and hope and money 
there's loss and pain and honey 


A popular discussion among the members of The Black Crowes during that last ill-fated summer - when they 
decided to actually speak to one another instead of silence or shouting or acid-tinged sarcasm - addressed the 


issue of what fo do with a child who will not sleep. 

Steve recommended walking around with said infant tucked into the crook of the arm - while clad in a t-shirt 
which could endure any amount of drool and spit-up - with the other hand delivering a steady rhythmic pat 
upon the back or bottom. 


"Babies miss being carried everywhere after they come out," he theorized, "so that's why they like car rides 


and rocking, it's all about movement." 
Chris, who had yet to experience fatherhood, found it amusing. "What if | just sing louder than he can cry?" 
Rich rolled his eyes. "It's not a contest." 


"You will lose!" Steve declared. "Trust me on that one. Conall can always out-cry us, even when we're trying to 


get him to laugh." 


"Taylor liked it when | bounced him and hummed at the same time. | think that was probably like being in the 


womb, | was always singing to him then" 


"Yall are underestimating the depths of my immaturity!" 
"That is honestly one thing | have never underestimated, along with your capacity for —" 

"All right, damn!" 

(Three years later, when next speaking to his brother to inform him yet another male Robinson had entered 
the world, Chris would be reminded of this observation, but not desiring to guess at what quality Rich had 


been eager to ascribe to him) 


‘| remember playing drums one day, and | had Ro stand in front of the kit, | wanted to see if he would kick her 
in time to my playing." 


"Did he?" Rich asked 

"Kinda, he was behind the beat. Maybe he'll be a guitar player instead" 
"Fuck off, Dad" Rich cracked. 

"Hey man, you're not the only one who does that." 

"Don't even fry to act like you weren't talkin’ ‘bout me, Gorman" 


Steve smirked. "For the nine hundred-and-ninety-ninth time, not everything is about you. Not even most things 


are about you. In fact, when you're a dad, nothing is about you. That is the ultimate reality check." 


Rich nodded. "That's why | worry ‘bout you, bubba. | don't think you're gonna be able to handle being deposed. 
Once y'all have a baby, that's it, you are no longer in charge of anything" 


Chris composed his expression into an oft-viewed smugness. "I am gonna be a father just like | do everything 


else -" 
He raised his hand to forestall the retorts of his audience. 
"totally groovy: 

Laughter greeted this proclamation 


"Like wow, man," Steve mocked. "Seriously though, don't expect us to give you Steal Your Face onesies and shit 


like that." 


"We are already fully prepared in the hippie infant couture department, best believe." 


"Of course you arel" Steve rolled his eyes. 


"Well | guess you are prepared if you're gonna play the Dead for the kid - that shit would put anyone to 


sleep," Rich conceded, and the occupants of the bus - save one scowling lead singer - cracked up once more. 


During those first few months of realization that the end had finally arrived, he was at a friend's house and a 
record by a singer he knew - but didn't particularly admire - was on the stereo and there was one song 
which ended up placing its hooks in his brain. It had a good riff and catchy chorus even if it was about the 
same old thing that everyone sang about: the inability to let go of the past. But then in the fade-out she sang 
Ím gonna walk info your house someday, fell ya that ya never coulda made me stay and he froze, transfixed by 
a fantasy of just such an action.in front of their entire family, telling everyone once and for all time the 
endless heartache and betrayal they had enacted upon each other. So that the truth might finally set them 


free. 


| loved you, and you loved me, and we couldnt handle if, so we had fo burn it down Anyone who got in the way 


was just collateral damage. Because no one else mattered 


There was a house on Blue Jay Way - not the house where Harrison had written the song - but a house 
which contained a constant vortex of wining, dining and decadent revelry. Chris had met his match, perhaps, in 
consumption and repartee, and how fitting that this bon vivant - truly an astounding personage - was also 


named Christopher. 


When these salons-of-a-sort would wind down as false dawn was glowing, the two would retire to a back room 
to listen to classical music, and with the benefit of various substances unburdened themselves of guilt and 
complicity in narratives of difficult relationships. They understood that when you are entrusted with the 
artistic and economic destiny of a band, one had to be resolute, to the point of a certain venality, for the 


greater goal. And the best tool for accomplishment was emotional blackmail and manipulation. 


"I love him, he's the best thing that's happened to me in a decade, but he's so stubborn sometimes. | really 


have to tighten the leash and make certain he doesn't notice." 
"Fishy man, you don't know from stubborn My brother puts mules to shame, that's how stubborn he is." 


The other laughed and swirled his snifter of Napoleon 1815. "Oh just be thankful you'll never work with Jon, the 


stories | could tell you -" 


"And I've got plenty of those too, but man, | wanna talk about your musi, all that great stuff you used to 


play, c'mon now ~" 
The older Chris sighed. "You make me sound like a museum piece, kiddo." 
"You're still vital, man, | guess | just prefer what you used to do, that's all" 


A smile, still broad if perhaps a bit sad. "Drugs," he declared, seeming to recover a previous tangent. "Drugs 


are the best way to distract people, make them grateful to you." 


"See | can't use drugs on my problem. Though | don't think we would work as well if Rich got stoned, if we 
agreed too much on stuff then we wouldn't be balanced right. We pull in opposite directions but equally hard, 
y'know? And in the middle is where it meets up. But | always know what he's thinking - | know what he's gonna 
like and what he's gonna say is bullshit” 


“Trevor tends to fight me until | wear him down. He wants to make me happy, even if he doesn't like whatever 


it is at first" 


"I can't wear Rich down, or wear him out. | can only wait till he gets bored with being stubborn and just gives 


up. 
"Don't brothers fight and then forget why an hour later?" 
Chris laughed so hard he began coughing, it took him a minute or two to recover enough to reply. 


"Not us, man. We never forget nothin" 


(And let's walk right through the door just to see what's inside.) 


"You two have something very special and unique and that is what | want to build the album around," Don told 
them. "I want that blood harmony, and | want the duality of what you bring as individuals which then combines 
and that is the sound. It's everything you are." 


You couldn't help but like Don - he was always smiling. And that smile welcomed you in, asked how you were, 


sat you down, brought you a drink, and bade you talk all about it - whatever it was. It was so easy to trust 


that he would do right by you. But Rich and Chris had a difficult time trusting anyone - they trusted others 


even less than they trusted each other. And they were traumatized by the events of the previous two years. 
So Don was the ultimate diplomat/father figure/support structure to bring them around to the idea of 


working as a two-headed monster once more. 


"The main thing is, | want you to sing together again Share a mic. Your greatest song has just that, the way 
your voices blend. You've got that Everly thing -" 


"Wait a minute," Chris said. "Man, | think your extended metaphor is threatening to jump the track!" 


Don cracked up, waving his hands. "Okay, | don't mean to say that you do that exact thing, but you know how 


to sing that close harmony and the only way you can know how to do that is because you're brothers." 
| don't want to fetishize our relationship," Rich said. "People have been doing that to us our entire career." 


"Is natural, though, don't you think?" Chris asked. His head was bent, hair obscuring his face as he picked at a 


callus on his thumb. "I mean, families been singin’ together ever since humans figured out how 7o sing." 


"Rich, I'm not asking you guys to be a novelty act, or even a family act. Just that what you have together is 
so special, and | want to honor it." 


The acknowledgement was so difficult to willingly recognize, for either of them. Whatever you are can never be 


whatever they are - viewing the relationship as a type of external construct. 


And yet, when Don stepped outside to take a call - looking away from each other for a moment - they spoke, 
as they tended to do these days, as if a great distance lay between them. 


"Where you pullin’ those twenty-dollar psychoanalysis terms from, child?" 

"Fuck you - if anyone is truly fetishizing our relationship it's you. You started this goddamn thing." 
"And yet you keep coming back to it, don't you? Stop trying to put it all on me." 

"How could | not? | have no idea how to exist without youl" 


"You wanna keep your voice down please? That'd be all we need right now, for Don to walk into the middle of a 


lovers’ spat." 
"Oh please, that has never happened!" 
"Yet, you mean 


Rich found himself shocked not by Chris‘ casual admission of the true dynamic of their relationship, but 


rather his easy acceptance of the other's dependence. 


You've never thought | could do anything without you influencing me somehow. Until | finally started believing it 
myself. 


Silence then.the type which is filled with all the things which will not be said, they crowd out the actual words 


and leave no room for anything other than what is seething and unspoken. 

He started it, but | never said no. | never wanted to say no. 

And there was something about it which wasn't wrong, it was what needed to be. He wanted it, those moments 
when all he knew was the intensity of what they felt - something which should not exist, could not exist in a 


rational world. 


But rationality had never appealed to either of them. 


"Let's take a blood oath to conquer the world!" 


They wandered among the dead, and they believed - as many of the denizens of that region do - that the 
dead never completely left their earthly cares and obsessions behind. They hovered, and hoped, and mourned 


for all lost to them. There was an expectation, a longing heavy as the humid air. 

"What are we, in grade school" 

Chris walked over to a tree and sat beneath it, stretching his spine and wiggling against the trunk. 

"It should always be as pure as that - like the belief of a child" 

Rich sat down next to Chris, leaning into his brother and breathing in those scents which comforted him, 
reminded him of nights when they lay together in the back of the car on the way home from some family 
visit, looking at the sky through the back window, the sounds of the road and the radio and Chris’ breathing 
anchoring him to the moment. 

You are always there, and you will always be there. 

He had been kissed - his lips still stung, but not from pain An eternal surprise, to realize the very thought 
you'd been carrying around in your brain, and your soul, was perfectly mirrored in the one who provoked the 
desire. 

They sat beneath the oak, watching the sky turn from blue to purple to black, the glow fading by degrees, and 


when it was dark, with just the pointillism detail of stars revealing the memory of their fire, their oath was 


sealed with blood calling to blood, love calling to love. 


Smiles in the dark, as words seemed too profane in the face of something so old.and so audaciously new. 


And | will do anything that you want me fo. 


"| need to know that the things you said, you didn't really mean them. That you were just mad." 


"Mad, sad, glad - child, don't you know that no matter what | say, it isn't what | mean | had to carry around 


that truth, | couldn't set it down nowhere that you weren't, you get me?" 


The hardest thing - whomever wanted to keep counsel, offer comfort, no one could know. Thus the heartbreak 


was entirely internalized and subsumed and repressed. 
"I have to know, if we start this again, are we gonna -" 


Another kiss, just like the first one. Tentative, then assured. Deep like drowning. And it stung just the same, as 
forbidden knowledge always does. 


Rich would always insist that his intensely serious expression onstage was a product of paying attention to 
what everyone else was doing because he had to - he had to anticipate the shape of the sound and the path 
of the groove. 

But sometimes it was because he was overcome with the thought of what they had done - their passion, 
their determination, their love - it had created all of this, and it would exist long after they were both too old 
to fully remember it. 


He sometimes thought that for now, he remembered it all too well 


He sometimes thought that everyone else knew, they were just too polite - or scared - to say anything about 


it 
He sometimes thought that the fear of being alone was greater than the love he felt. 


He sometimes thought that he had no idea how it had happened, or how it would end. 


To give up now would be such a pity. 


They came to the woods, bringing their dogs, they walked along the paths and breathed in the sylvan serenity. 


It was a tentative peace, it was an idyll they were glad to share. 
"Do you wanna know which one is about you?" 

"They're all about me, bubba, its not like | couldn't figure that out." 
"Well then, o wise child, which one is about me?" 

"Every piece of music I've ever written, of course." 


Chris gripped Rich's forearm, dragging them both to a halt as drops of sunlight gleamed from between the 


leaves overhead. 

"You say something like that, you best mean if, child" 

Rich sighed, rolled his eyes, and would have tossed his hair had it still been long enough. 

"How could you not know that? How could you not hear it?" 

Chris looked down at the ground, disturbing the seeming chaos of nature with one unshod toe. 
"| do hear it," he whispered. "I guess | always have a hard time believing it" 


The ghosts had returned with them, and would not be banished by a simple agreement. 


(But everything eventually breaks down) 


You fell yourself youre not my kind 
but you dont even know your mind 


"Who is it that you love?!" she screamed at him. "Because | know it's not me! You wouldn't treat someone you 
love like this!" 


"| have fried -" 
"No, you haven't! You hide all the time: behind your chemicals, and your books, and your lies and excuses -" 
"Oh Ie lied? Not half as well as you, lady." 


"There is a lie in your heart," she sobbed, "that is deeper than anything I've ever said, or done. Why did you 


even start with me when | could never make you stop telling that lie?!" 
"You're delusionall" 


"Youl You are the one living in a dream world! And | don't know who lives there with you, but it's not me. It 
never was." With this she collapses onto the floor, finally giving over to her anger and sorrow. He stared at 


her, wanting To cry and wanting to be cruel, but finally simply leaving the room, the house, their shared life. 


Who is it that you love? He could say, had said it, but it was never the entire truth of it, and he feared that 
this might be all which was left to him. A litany and a legacy of errors, a quest for something he could never 


fully experience. 


"Sometimes | think maybe | made a mistake. One | can't take back." 


This is the confession no one could ever hear, but he whispered it to the wind sometimes, wondering who it 


might reach, someday. 


So fully proud to finally splurge and buy a Christmas present fitting of his soulmate..going in secret to 
Manny's and looking over all the guitars, but deciding something truly special was required. 


And after he bought the instrument and snuck it back into the hotel, hiding it under his bed, he couldn't help 
but pull it out again in the middle of the night, marveling at its beauty. Such a powerful urge to go wake his 
brother, lead him by the hand - no peeking - and surprise him, anticipating a rare smile. 


When they finally did exchange gifts in Atlanta, Chris received exactly what he wished: the head ducking down, 


face hiding behind that golden mane, but the smile was genuine and loving. 


"Wow, how am | gonna figure out how to play this?!" 
If you wanna, you will. | know you, Rikki, | know you need a challenge so you don't get bored." 
"Besides you, huh? | guess that's fair." 


They laughed together, marveling at their lives in that moment. 


The court-appointed psychiatrist was a woman who appeared blandly inoffensive, but Rich knew she was likely 
playing a waiting game, biding her time till the moment he lost his patience, his temper, his demeanor, slipped 


and revealed whatever problem Emma had claimed was the cause of her exit. 
"Do you believe you have intimacy issues?" she asked, after stating his soon-to-be ex-wife believed he did. 


"I think we just grew apart, it happens to people. When we met | was very young, | hadn't even really been in a 


serious relationship at that point." 

Liar. 

"So are you refuting the issue, or Emma's interpretation of the issue?" 

"If by ‘intimacy issues’ you mean do | let people get close to me? Not many. But that's the nature of who | 
am." He made sarcastic air quotes which he knew probably didn't help her perception of him, but she had 
probably been warned that he employed sarcasm as a constant defense mechanism. 

"Emma believes you have an..unusual.definition of family." 


"| don't know what she means by that." 


"That sometimes you put the shared interests of you and your brother ahead of your relationship with her 


and your children" 


"| don't know what to say to that. My brother and | have a career that we need to manage, but nothing is 


more important than my children, and | believe anyone who truly knows me would agree." 


"She stated that the two of you fought constantly, but you would never have an argument with her, you 
would shut down and refuse to discuss the problem. That she became very disturbed by the nature of the 
arguments you had with your brother. That you would cry, he would make you cry, but you were stoic 


otherwise. She became concerned for the nature of your mental stability.” 


"Look, everybody knows Chris and | have a dysfunctional relationship, it's the world's worst-kept secret" 
"| am aware you utilize sarcasm as a shield, but if I'm to accurately categorize the nature of the problem -" 
"Whatever complaint Emma has about me, it's not going to affect my relationship with our sons!" 


"But that's her point, she believes it will. You can't fully disengage from your brother, and he provokes 
disturbing behavior." 


"That is bullshit" 
Oops. 


"Mr. Robinson, | will not allow you to speak to me in such a manner. If you persist, | will report to the judge 


that you are being uncooperative.” 


Deep breath in, long exhale out. "I apologize for my outburst. But Emma is wrong, she doesn’t know what our 


relationship is, and for the record, in ten years she never bothered to find out" 

A glance at the clock. "I will make note of your response. Our hour is concluded" 

Rich sat in his car for a while, breathing heavily as the panic clawed his spine. 

Everybody knows, you know they do, and what's worse is no one will ever say anything, they'll just laugh and shake 
their heads at you behind your back They'll say you're stupid and crazy and your entire artistic legacy means 


nothing because the two of you could never be sane. 


And he was well-acquainted with tears, that much was a lie on Emma's part. Even if he never allowed her to 


see them. 


"You know, the first time | got married | thought | was too young, and she's younger than | was but she's 


like..someone who has lived a dozen lifetimes already." 
"| tried to tell you -" 


Chris raised a beringed hand. "Yeah well, then you shoulda also known | wasn't tryin to listen to you then. But 


now, c'mon Rikki, toes in the dirt, tell me I'm crazy.’ 


Rich smirked. "Nope. This time | think you might actually be making a good decision She's real, y'know, which is 


weird, considering the world she comes from, but she's good for you." 


Though there were alone in the room where they dressed for the ceremony - in designer suits they never 


had to be talked into - Chris looked around, then lowered his voice as he crossed the room. 
"Thank you. You didn't have to do this -" 
"Of course | did. But | want to. You did it for me, so l'm just returning the favor." 


‘lm not trying to hide from you anymore, | swear l'm not. | just want the things that everybody is supposed 
To get, you know? | want what you have." 


„until you actually get it. And then we'll see what happens. 

Rich smiled, and he tried his best to make it genuine. Chris smiled back and it occurred to each of them in 
that moment that they were trying very hard to convince each other - and themselves - that everything 
was as it should be. 

"Had a weird dream last night," Rich said, turning to the mirror to don his tie. "I had really long hair." 


Chris chortled. "So that was weird, huh?" 


It was weird because we were walking somewhere, like up here in the mountains, and then we found a meadow 


and we had a picnic. And | had really long hair and you told me | glowed, in the sunlight. You sang to me." 


"Very romantic," Chris noted, quirking an eyebrow, but then his brother's eyes would not meet his. "This 
doesn't mean -" 


"It means whatever you want it to mean. Only you know what that is. It was just a dream" 

"Yeah but, it's not like | haven't ever had that kind of dream myself" 

"And you never told me?" 

"| thought you would have laughed at me. But have | -" at this his voice dropped to a whisper "- dreamt 
about making love to you and you were so goddamn beautiful it brought tears to my eyes and | held your hair 


in my hands like you were fucking Rapunzel? Why yes | have." 


The truth, the most beautiful truth, always hurt the worst to hear. Rich thought this as he stood by his 
brother's side and watched him marry someone he thought resembled the other's secret desires a little foo 


well. And this pleased him and tortured him in equal measure. 


"That asshole has lost his fucking mind if he thinks he can do this!" Steve roared. Rich couldn't recall ever 
seeing him so mad..or at least not so mad in over a decade. No one but Chris knew how to push Steve's 
buttons so well, not even his own actual siblings. 

"Of course he can't do it, but he knows we'll never agree to those terms." 


"So what is the fucking point then?!" 


"The point is, he's sending us a message. If the band can't be the band he wants it to be, then he doesn't want 
it to exist, period." 


"And it probably shouldn't, I've been saying that for two years now." 

"This is our livelihood -" 

"Rich, seriously, c'mon. You are the only one still tryin’ to fly that flag. If there's anything | learned from that 
last tour, it's that Chris could not give one single fuck about you, or me, or anybody associated with the band. 
You could see it in his eyes, they were dead. He was just biding his time. | know you can figure out other ways 
to make a living, but Chris is determined to kill The Black Crowes. So let him do it already." 

‘Its not up to him!" Rich shouted, then put his hands over his face, embarrassed at his exclamation. 

"Well then let me deliver this message: l'm done, with the both of you. You are determined to destroy each 
other however you can. Yes, it's your band, so if you want to blow it up, go the fuck ahead. But I'm gone. 
Forever." 


"So, what, you're gonna go off and be a sportscaster? Really?!" 


"Hell yes, and you know why? There's a distinct lack of insanely selfish co-dependent combative siblings in 


sportscasting. Far as l'm concerned it's a fucking vacation!" 

"Wait a minute, he wants this, you know. He wants us to be at each other's throats." 

"You're both at fault for this clusterfuck, dude. Just because you happen to sound saner at this point doesn't 
mean you actually are. Don't give me that ‘lets fight him together’ bullshit because we can't win. We can't 
force him to do anything. And he can't force us to accept his demands." 

"l'm gonna wait him out a while." 


"You do what you want. I'm out, | meant it" 


"But what if he changes his mind?" 


Steve sighed, looking the other in the eye. "Rich, how long have we known each other? Too long to keep lying 
about all this bullshit. You and | both know that Chris would never do something like this if he wasn't 
determined to get away from us. And | don't mean The Black Crowes, | mean you and me. He was pissed that 
we ganged up on him to demand that we tour last year and now he's making us pay for that. But especially 
you. I'm not gonna lie about that either: you two have the most fucked-up relationship of anybody I've ever 
known. And that's even after my dad walking out on my family, which was the most fucked-up thing I'd 
experienced until the shit started going down with you two. Some things just don't matter except that 
everything matters to you, and why? Why do you two spend so much time and energy torturing each other? 
That is just -" 


"None of your fucking business, is what." 
Steve walked out of the house and down to his car. Rich followed him, but remained in the doorway. 
If you say its over, Gorman, you can't take it back." 


"Glory glory hallelujah I'm free at last! Free from your insanity, and fuck you very much," Steve sang, sounding 


slightly crazed. 
Rich couldn't decide if he was too angry - or too sad - to flip him off in reply. 
"You wanna talk about loyalty? You aren't fucking loyal!" 


‘lm not gonna fight with you in the goddamn street, Rich! This isn't about loyalty, this is insanity! And the 
definition of insanity is doing the same thing over and over again and expecting a different result. And you - 


both of you - are certifiable!" 


The moment elongated to encompass the first day - when they met and Steve thought Rich didn't like him and 
Rich thought Steve thought he was just a kid - and spanned every hilarious, disastrous, cantankerous portion 
of their shared history.over twenty years. And on the other end was this day, where they stood further 


apart - having known each other so long - than when they were strangers. 


"You have a gift, | won't deny it. But at what price, Rich? You have the rest of your life to figure that one 


out." 


Steve drove away then, leaving a void in Rich's life which would never be mended, only walled off and never 
revisited, 


So bye-bye sweet lie 
so long dark sky. 
Youve had your time 


here comes daylight. 


Epilogue: Snow-White € Rose-Red and the Bear 


Author's Notes: 
Many many thanks to everyone who persevered with this story, it was truly a labor of love. Even as 


widescreen as this particular story was, | hope to write another tale or two some day. 


They are bound together by commonalities of unhappy happenstance, or a shared curse, or mutual psychosis. 


-Caitlin R. Kiernan, "Dry Bones" 


Steve couldn't stop staring at Jeff - who looked like he belonged in 1875 or thereabouts by way of his 
Tennessee Mountain Man persona. Jeff was actually younger - by two years - and yet his hair and beard 
were snowy as a day in December. Steve considered himself lucky that he was only now just starting to go 
gray as he was closing in on 50. 

"Did you ever talk to Nathan about..you know?" Jeff asked 

‘Just. mean, what kind of weirdness is it when you can't ever get away from your family?" 


"And what did he say?" 


"He couldn't - answer it, | mean. He had no idea what it would be like to be without his family. And he really 


didn't want to know. | sometimes think -" 

"Yeah, that could have been part of it, sure." 

"But then again, they got a whole other kinda weirdness in there too, so -" 

"Was it - man | can't remember - Tolstoy who said every unhappy family was unique?" 

Steve laughed, and picked up his beer. "You are talkin’ to the wrong fuckin’ guy about that, dude." 
"What - unhappy families?" 

‘No, Tolstoy!" 

Jeff cracked up. "Didn't Chris used to give you shit about not reading enough?" 


"He did that to all of us, you don't remember?" 


"I try my best not to remember too much about those days." 
LIke the song says: good times, bad times, you know Ive had my share" 
"I'm sorry about the way it went down" 


"Hey man, by the time that press release came out I'd already come to terms with it. I'd done all my cryin’ 


long ago." 


Jeff nodded, took a sip of coffee, waved to someone across the room. "This town, man, if you go twenty 


minutes without seeing someone you know, it's just weird" 
"And here's another way they're different: those two would have never allowed someone to pin them down and 
ask so many personal questions, like in that documentary. Everyone only knows about ten percent of the 


truth’ 


Jeff laughed again. "That much, huh?" 


"| don't think I'd be here right now, except -" 

"Your wife pretty much insisted on it" 

"Yeah." 

"There are things you need to purge yourself of" 

"But I've been doing that. Almost every song, they're all about him Almost all, anyway. Another divorce album" 
Rich allowed himself a bitter chuckle. 

"It is like a divorce, certainly. It's breaking up a family.” 


"| made my own" 


"And we do that, in the course of our lives. We create the relationships, and the support structures, which we 


believe we need." 


| have what | need now. | know the night way to love someone." 


Its great that you've had an important insight. But the biggest challenge is how to sustain a healthy 


relationship." 
A sigh, a glance at the window. Stoic and still, her silence resounds, he softly sang. 
"Is that one of your songs?" 


"From now on, they're alf my songs, you know what | mean?" 


‘Let me tell you what that son-of-a-bitch did -" 
"Wait, first of all, which one are you talkin’ about?" 

"He wrote a Crowes song about how he doesn’t want to be in the Crowes anymore” 
"Who, Chris?" 

Not 

"Oh. Just put it out there, huh?" 

"Pretty much. Track five, you can find it on YouTube. 

"Well Ill give it a listen then’ 


"I think the worse part is, he says, / know you're poison to me, and it's like, goddamn It's one thing to say you 
don't get along with someone, but to suggest -" 


'- that they're kiling you ~" 

"Exactly. See, | told you, this is all fucked up. 

"Yeah you did. So it really sounds like the Crowes?" 

"Totally" 

"Huh. Well | guess it really is over, then | mean, ‘cause he knows its gonna get back to Chris" 


"Is just his angry response to that ‘lonely guitar’ line." 


"Which one was that?" 
"# must be hard to play a lonely guitar, when no one remembers anyway" 
"Oh that's right. Ouch!" 


"I figure in another ten years they might finally stop writing songs about each other." 


“That long, huh?" 


Torn from love, left in disgrace 
hunted and haunted but still with a smile 


on my face. 


"You know the greatest relationships contain suffering. You can't truly know anyone without suffering for it, 


suffering to let them know you: 

"This kind of heartbreak, it shouldn't exist between us. Its making me physically ill" 
"Hts the price we pay for greatness” 

"It's the price we paid But that time is over now." 


"We're blood. It can never be over." 


His precious child snuggled between cool brightly-patterned sheets, laying against soft pillows, surrounded by 
stuffed animals. He gestured towards a nearby bookshelf. 


"And what story would you like, darlin?" 
"No Daddy, you make the story!" 


Cheyenne was far more fond of her father's conjurations than any Disney-fied fairy tale or traditional 


children's story. She delighted in all the voices he used, the jokes and sudden silly plot twists. He considered it 
yet another variation of the one talent he possessed, however it was defined. 


"All right then" Chris settled himself at the end of her bed, his back resting against the wall. "Do you want to 


hear about the magic frog again? Or the garden gnomes?" 

"Nol" she cried with preschooler fervor. "The story with the bear in it" 
"Huh? Oh.that one. The one about the brothers?" 

"Yeah! That's my favorite" 


Of course it is, he thought. Is the one / tell the best 


"Daddy we saw you on the TV!" Beau exclaimed when Rich finally arrived at the new house. Dyani was looking 
rather harried but smiled warmly, as always, amidst the boxes and clutter of new occupancy. 


"You did? What's Mom been showin’ you guys?!" 


"Just some videos," Dyani replied, leaning in for a kiss. "Nothing weird, though. | found a DVD your mom must 
have sent you a long time ago - it's got a Post-It on the case where she wrote Crowle) About H on it.” 


Rich smiled. "She never got tired of making that pun" 

"You had long hair!" Beau said, leaning against his hip. Rich bent down and picked him up. 
"Yessir, | did, kinda like how yours is gettin, eh Shaggy?" 

Beau giggled. Rich set him down and swooped up Bleu, younger and lighter, swinging him around. 
"Hey buddy!" 

"Momma where is my guitar? | wanna play my guitar now!" 

"Look in your room, honey, | think we unpacked it." 

Bleu leaned his head against his father's shoulder, sucking his thumb. 


"Everything okay? | didn't expect the meeting to go on so long." 


"Yeah honey, it's fine." She hugged father and son then turned towards the kitchen. "Did you eat? | got some 
Chinese food delivered if you're hungry." 


"Yeah we had dinner. How ‘bout you, Bleu? You hungry?" 
A muffled nuh-uh sounded against his shoulder blade. Dyani returned and held out her arms. 
"C'mere pooh-bear, let Daddy change his clothes, okay?" 


A faint whine sounded and squirming within his arms and Rich squeezed reassuringly. "It's okay, buddy. After all 


that nonsense | need to hold onto something real, y'know?" 


His wife's expression turned concerned but he shook his head, smiling. 


"What the fuck," was all Rich said when Chris strolled onto the set. 

"That Marilyn Manson fellah is big with all the kids, y'know," Chris replied, grinning. 

"Who?" Marc asked, befuddled. 

"Are you telling me you're going to perform like this all the time?" 

"Naw, this shit looks terrible when you sweat. | just thought it would be funny, that's all." 

Pete cleared his throat. "Don't worry Rich, we'll do some pick-up shots without makeup too." 

But the thing which irritated Rich upon watching the finished product: you couldn't not look at Chris. Even in 
that ridiculous makeup which made him look more like Alice Cooper than Marilyn Manson, Chris was stil 
fascinating, and actually provided an effective foil for his own more ethereal beauty. 

"Cool as a Hitchcock blonde, that's our Rikki," Chris had teased during the band preview. 


"Once again," Johnny grumbled, "I don't even know why you film all of us." 


"Look man, you had that great fuckin’ close-up - don't be tellin’ me you don't get no screentime. If anyone 


should be complaining it's Old Weird Ed." 
Said elder statesman gave an enigmatic shrug and lit a cigarette. 


Its always about the Unholy Trinity and it's just a little sickening, is all." 


Johnny had always been handy with the sobriquets - as the first to refer to Chris and Rich as "the Rotten 
Twins," and this new handle included Steve in the cabal. 


"Dude, | don't care about being in the videos, it's just where they put the cameral" Steve protested, 


"Pete, man, tell me I'm wrong," Johnny said to their manager. "Like, what the fuck was that photo about? How 
does that get its' own setup?" 


"It was a jokel" Rich replied 

"Oh, like anyone gets the joke but you two? 

"And even if that's so, who cares?!" Chris shouted 

"They call that being indulgent, in case you were wondering," Johnny shot back 
‘Honey, my whole life is indulgent, you're not tellin’ me nothin’ | don't already know’ 


Pete sighed and held out his hands. "Look, the public face of the band is Chris and Rich, it is what it is. l'm 
sorry it upsets you, Johnny, but you knew from Day One that's how it was gonna be." 


"What | know is that these two are their own worst enemies. And you -" at this Johnny pointed at Steve, "- 
just let them fuck up everything" He left the room, his step hard upon the wooden floor. 


"Fuck you, Johnny," Rich called in his wake. "Ungrateful shitheadl" 
"Man, what is wrong with him?" Chris said. 


Steve laughed, but not because he found the situation amusing. 


Once more facing an inquiry - and wondering how many times he could endure talking about his brother - he 


was asked: "Are you opposed to your own sons starting a band? Would you tell them it's a bad idea?" 


"No," Rich replied, "I'd support them if they wanted to do that. They're very tolerant and understanding of each 


other, as brothers go. My older sons, | mean With my younger sons it's still too early to tell." 
"Which is to suggest that you and Chris were not?" 


"We understood each other very well. We just didn't accept each other a lot of the time." 


No matter what | want to believe 
nothing like this comes easily. 


What causes this curious psychosis? Is the weight of the secret or the depth of the lie? Is it the shadow of 
the delusion or the lure of the malediction? We revel in the knowledge of our secret selves, even as their 


occupancy is a destructive force. 


Ah how your web had been spun 


lm out of my mind and it ant no fun. 


Just before the song began which would mark their surprise return, Chris leaned in close, placing his hand on 


Rich's shoulder. 
"You ready?" 
Rich smiled. "Yeah." 


The crowd cheered to see them touch, and had screamed when they emerged from backstage. They were each 
taken aback by the audience's specific fervor. 


They missed us that much? they both wondered. But we've both been right here. 
Epiphany began to unfold within the space of the performance. 
They missed us 


And they had missed it too, that state of volatile grace. 


"Man, you know | have nothing but respect for you and how far you've come, but -" Steve paused, feeling a 
fluttery panic in his chest, like something malignant attempting to tunnel out. "- you sound like you've been 


chugging the Kool-Aid, no offense." 


"None taken," Marc said, his voice deep and rough with years and vices yet containing a particular lightness in 
its evocation of humor. Steve realized he had missed hearing that voice, that the resentment he had once felt 
toward Marc had melted away. 

"Are you really okay with getting onboard this trainwreck again?" 


"That's what I'm tryin to tell you, man, it's not like that now. | know you don't believe me -" 


‘Oh | believe you, its just that those two are really good at getting us all to believe that they've changed, and 
then -" 


Marc laughed, but it was soft, like how you might laugh during a funeral. 


| have been down such a road, and lived with the liars, you know? | was the worst of them. But there is an 


honesty there now. | know when someone is lying to themselves, | don't see that in their eyes anymore." 
"Are they talking to each other? | don't mean work talk, | mean, like, just conversing as human beings." 

"Yeah man, we been shootin the shit ‘bout every damn thing!" 

‘Oh my god, Ford, you've even talking like him now." 

Marc laughed again, this time a little louder. "I know what it is - they hurt you, real bad. You were the one 
with the most to lose, you were the one in the middle of all of it. | mean, what happened to me was my own 
fault -" 


"Not entirely, dude. Chris has a habit of damaging his friends and lovers. And his brother." 


"| didn't have the strength of character to resist him. But | know that's why you feel like you can't believe it. 


You've been hurt too many times." 

"We all have." 

"Ed is fine with it" 

"Ed is always fine with it, man, he's in his own little world, y'know?" 

"But that's what | mean, he doesn't feel like he was ever betrayed. But you do, and so does Johnny." 
"Did anyone even fry to talk to Johnny?" 


"Not that | know of, that ship has sailed" 


"Well maybe mine has too." 

"| was kinda thinkin’ that except, well, it can't be the Crowes without you man, seriously. Your DNA is all over 
these songs, nobody can play like you do, Even if somebody tried to cop your style, they're not you. Nobody 
can swing quite the way you can. And that is driving them crazy, both of them." 

Steve laughed loudly. "Oh how the worm has turned" 


"| get that you're enjoying this, | really do. But like you always said, it's your band too. You don't want someone 


else to mess that up, do you?" 
‘Somebody already didl" Steve exclaimed, then sat back, shocked at his own vehemence. 


"Now we're getting somewhere," Marc replied, with another quiet chuckle. "Draining the wound." 


And when we get the notion 

fo bring it back full circle, right now 
how will we speak our feelings 

when we meet will you feel this way? 


"I can't stop thinking about Tuesday. It felt so good" 


They shared a pizza at Franny's in Brooklyn, figuring no one who would have recognized them would venture so 


far from uptown. And you could get damn good pizza at Franny's. 

"It did. Them boys can play," Rich drawled. 

"Yeah, but, that's not what | mean" 

| know what you mean. But one song does not a reunion make." 

‘Im not blowing sunshine up your ass. Well, okay, maybe | am, but -" 
The familial smirk. "| appreciate your honesty." 


"| need you. l'm man enough to admit that now. There's a piece of me inside of you and I'm not complete until | 


can be with you again. Don't you feel it? Like a black hole just spinning somewhere around you." 


"But what are you talking about? Can we work together again? Probably. But we can't go back to that again, 
it's what killed us." 


"You don't love me anymore? Because | knew you were hurting and it hurt me too. | love you." 


"A psychiatrist told me those are the three best, and worst, words in the world. Because we're all dying to 


hear them." 


lm not saying it to manipulate you. | never used to say it to manipulate you. | was messed up, | know, | did 


you wrong. We did each other wrong. But we love each other, and I'll never say that is wrong.” 

"Love can be destructive as well as redemptive." 

"Rich, just answer the question. Do you love me?" 

‘In what way?" 

"There's only one way that we can love each other. Completely" 

He was a couple months away from turning 35. His marriage was dying by degrees, but it had finally become 
bad enough that he was considering exit strategies. He worried about his sons, he worried about his future, 
but none of these considerations were as frightening as the one seated before him. 

Forget everything Ive been trying to figure out about myself. Im not me, Im one-half of us 

"Don't you feel lonely? | do." 


"| love you," Rich finally said. "OF course | love you. But -" 


Chris looked up and his expression was so transparently relieved, Rich couldn't help but fall back into that 


chasm of longing once more. 

ust a note from your jailer - 

"We'll figure it out, Rikki. We're finally smart enough to figure it out" 

"| hope so. It would be such a waste of time if we just managed to fuck it all up again, wouldn't it?" 


They laughed, the type of laughter you hear in foxholes and mineshafts. 


Once upon a time... 


(Empty bottles, saviors they crawl) 


"There were two brothers, you see, who lived in a castle with their parents. They were princes, but they were 
bored with the castle, they wanted to wander the woods and find out about the world around them. So one day 
they packed their bags, said goodbye to their parents, and took to the road." 

"Did they pack clean underwear?" 

Chris laughed. "| can see your mother's been talking to you." 

"What are their names, Daddy? You never tell me their names!" 

"For the purposes of this tale, let's just call them Snow-White and Rose-Red. Like in that other story, Snow- 
White had dark hair and Rose-Red had light hair. They both had blue eyes, they were fair and full of flesh like 
the song says." 


"What song?" 


"Tam Lin, remember that Fairport Convention record | played for you? With the lady singing about Tam Lin 
and the fairies?" 


"And the baby?" 
"Right. But this is the real story about Snow-White and Rose-Red, not that Disney movie, darlin” 
"And there's a bear" 


"Yes indeed. But the brothers didn't meet the bear for a while. For now, they're on the road, and they feel 
they're exactly where they need to be" 


"And then what happened?" 


"And then, one day.." 


"You may consider this a corny question, but do you think it was just finally beyond your reach?" 


Chris laughed. "I don't know if it's about whether you actually touch it, you know? It's the effort. We were 
flying straight into the sun, and that's what you gotta do. You're gonna get burned" 


"So to continue with the metaphor, are you wiser for the time?" 


"Wiser, yeah. But am | saner? Probably not" More laughter. "It is what it is." 


/ feel 

Ike | dd before 

| hear 

the knocking at my door 
/ kneel 

below your shrine 

/ feel 


a burning in my eyes 


When Rich bought a black BMW convertible with his first royalty check, they would go for drives - arguing 
about directions - but Chris liked it when Rich drove him around. It was the state of their existence, it was a 


trust inherent and instinctual. 


And they might end up in Piedmont, in a motel where no one ever raised an eyebrow if you paid in cash and 
signed John Doe in the register. A town transitory enough that no one knew them. And sometimes it wasn't to 
scratch an obsessive itch, but just to watch television and eat Jack's cheeseburgers and sing the songs they 


grew up on. 


If it was a night of thunder and lightning and close-fitting swelter, then they would lie skin-to-skin and sweat 


out their passion, whichever way it might turn.violent, vehement, fully committed to collaboration of all kinds. 


This one, she was smart. All it took was the nod and she smiled at him. She knew. There was something 
familiar to Rich about her particular attractiveness, she had sleepy eyes. He kicked the guys out of the 
bedroom and began undressing as soon as he'd locked the door. She took off her clothes and then produced a 


black velvet pouch from her purse. 


| don't -" he began to protest, wondering if she was a junkie. But she didn't look haunted, or half-dead, the 


way he knew junkies could. 
"Read your cards, if you want." 


He shrugged. Ever since that one article which implied the band practiced voodoo, all kinds of witchy girls came 


around with tarot cards and crystal balls and all manner of soothsaying. 


"Let's play Past Present Future," she said, settling herself nude upon the bed. She motioned for him to join her, 
placing the cards in his hand. 


"Do | shuffle them?" 
"No, just hold them, think about what you want to know." 

Are they going to let us keep doing this? 

After a couple minutes she took them back, shuffled several times, then grinned. Her dark hair hung in front 
of her breasts, and one of her legs was tucked beneath her, the other extended along the length of the bed 
Various bracelets chimed against each other as she shuffled the deck. She dealt three cards. 

The first was The Fool 

The second was The Lovers. 

The third was Art 


She tapped each of them in succession, Rich remained impassive. 


"A journey, destination unknown, but your belief is all you need to keep going. The Fool steps off the cliff not 
because he's not looking down, but because he is looking ahead He trusts that he knows where he's going.” 


"That's my past?" 
"Yeah" 

"Why does that make me a fool?" 

"The Holy Fool is not a fool in the bad sense of the word. He has the infinite trust of a child" 
Rich shrugged. "Okay" 


"You're a Gemini, so The Lovers is the manifestation of what you bring to the alchemical wedding, to coryuntio. 


Red King, White Queen, solve ef coagula 
"What?" 
"Oh wait, Snow-White and Rose-Red, right? Because you're brothers." 


"| don't get what that has to do with me." 


"The Lovers is only partly about finding a lover. It's really about the union of the higher self. You are achieving 
this now. You know which relationship is the most important to maintain" 


He froze, feeling as though she saw into him in a way which had nothing to do with being naked. 

"A tarot card can tell all that, huh?" 

She smiled, and again he was nagged with a familiar recognition. "Divination, it can be like an autopsy - cut you 
open, see what's inside." Then she winked, slow and sly and for a few seconds Rich saw Chris inside of her face. 


He blinked, startled. Did someone dose my soda? he wondered. 


"Art - it is Life itself. What you are meant to do: who you are, what you are, how you are. The children you 


create through the union of your art, they are many, and they will live forever.” 

"How is that my future? If you're talking about our songs, they already exist" 

"Because in the future you will be elevated to the realm of Art. But you're not there yet" 
"How did you know about ~" 

the fary tale he's been telling me 

(Once upon a time there were two princes, two brothers, who wanted to roam far and wide..) 


She smiled again. "I don't need the Tarot to know any of this. Its obvious just by looking at the two of you 


onstage." 
Rich stood up, pulled his shirt on "You can go now." 


She smirked, and again, just a flash of Chris' face seemed to warp her own expression. "Too spooky for ya, 
huh? That's okay, Fate put me in your path to reveal this to you. But be careful, it's a very delicate alchemy 
the two of you wield. Anything at all could cause it to explode. It's not about turning lead into gold, but to 
elevate matter to its highest state. And that takes time, patience, understanding, wisdom. It's always the 


journey, that much you do know." 


He was ready to say can we stop with the mystical bullshit please when she dropped her dress over her head, 
gathered her other garments and accoutrements, and departed without another word, walking through the bus 


and out the exit. 


"Wow that was quick, even for you," Chris jibed from the midst of the game of dominos he and Johnny were 


engaged in. 


"She wasn't worth my time," Rich replied, even as it was entirely the opposite of what he was thinking: an 


echoing taunt of its obvious its obvious its obvious 


Curled on the couch while some reality show droned on the television, scrolling through her Twitter feed, there 
came a crash from the back of the house and Rose Mary jumped, nearly dropping her iPad, thinking Ginger had 
knocked something over. Then muttered profanity rang down the hall and that was far more frightening to her. 
Sweet Jesus is he drunk? she wondered. 


She walked down to Steve's office and sure enough he was wobbling over a pile of books and papers knocked 
off his desk, the room dark but his laptop screen alight and illuminating a bottle of the Kentucky bourbon he 
favored for hard liquor. She could smell its' sour-sweet mash in the air and on her husband's breath; a shot 
glass sat beside the bottle, wetly shining. 

"Fuck," he growled, dropping a handful of papers as he attempted to keep himself from falling over. 


Rose Mary looked at the screen, displaying an email string between Steve, Rich and Pete, debating what to do 
about Chris‘ ultimatum. Then another thud and another expletive, and she turned back to him. 


"Steven," she said firmly, "put that down and go outside." 

"Wha?" he replied It would have been a humorous caricature of drunkenness had she not known it was actual. 
"Go outside. | don't want the kids to see you drunk, okay? And if you puke, I'd rather you do it outside." 

"I'm fine," he slurred, with tears running down his face. 

"Goddamn it, don't make me drag you outside!" she whispered hotly, giving him her best dont even try to fuck 
with me look. In the face of such unexpected anger, Steve dropped the objects in his hands and wept more 
loudly, Rose Mary gripped his arm firmly and led him out to the back patio, hoping their offspring were either 
asleep or enclosed within headphones, even as that wasn't allowed after [0pm on a weeknight. Steve collapsed 
heavily into a deck chair and covered his face with his hands. 


"You said you quit. For good" 


Not knowing whether she referred to drinking to excess or playing in The Black Crowes, Steve opted for the 
latter interpretation. 


"| did! But Pete keeps trying to bring me into that shit" 


"And when you told him you quit?" 

"Didn't matter." 

"Fucking assholes!" she exclaimed. "Do | have to tell him? Do | have to threaten him with a restraining order?" 

"S'okay, | can handle it" 

"Clearly you can't" she yelled. "I told you that | would stand by you no matter what, but you said it was over! 
And it needs to be over! | am not going through any more episodes of you being drunk and miserable because 

those fuckheads don't know how to act right, and then they have to make you just as fucked-up as they are!" 
Steve looked up at her and Rose Mary felt her heart crack at his tortured expression. 


Its my fault, | know it is. | let them fuck it up again. | could have stopped it, if I'd just -" 


"No! You couldn't have! | know you want to believe you could you have always needed to believe you could, but 


you couldn't. Not before you were famous, certainly not after, and definitely not now." 
"I'm sorry, | don't know why I'm crying.” 


She bent down, stroking his hair. "You're in mourning, baby, | get it. But they never were going to do right by 
you. You gave most of your life to them and it didn't matter. That hurts, but they can't hurt you anymore." 


‘Its just - | was fine, y'know, until today and this stupid email thing and -" Steve wiped fiercely at his face, 


anger warring with sorrow. 

"Then it hit you, | know. It's really over now. Like with any abusive relationship, you keep hoping that it will get 
better, even when you're lying in a hospital bed with broken bones. Because that one moment you get out of a 
thousand, it's real and it's beautiful. I've seen you onstage in a moment where you loved them, loved what you 
all could do. But it was never going to last." 

(But everything eventually breaks down) 

"They had a gift. But it wasn't enough to make them really care about anything." 


"Nope. You have a gift too, but you also know how to be a decent human being. I'd say that's the better of the 
two." 


Steve shook his head with drunken ferocity. "Naw. Naw, | didn't have that thing that made them great. But | 
told Rich, | said at what price, and | believe that. What price glory, y'know, and all that shit” 


"Do you still want to be in the band?" 

"No! Oh fuck no, its not that." 

"Then what?" 

"I just think about.is it really something to be proud of? When it's going to end soooo fucked up?" 


Rose Mary pulled up a chair beside Steve, sat down and took his hands in hers. "Honey, we have something to 
be proud of, don't we?" 


He nodded, blinking back further tears. 

"Everything you've done, you've come out better for the experience. And you know what it means to be loyal, 
and committed. That is something they will never know, never learn. So yes, you be proud of it, and let that 
rotten old ship go down" She waved at empty air. "Bye-bye," she said, affecting a childlike inflection 

He grinned, doing the same, recalling the times they taught bye-bye to their kids. 

"They may be gifted, but you are the better man. Don't ever forget that. Or | swear | will kick your ass." 

He laughed, and so did she, the moment redeemed. 

After a quart of Gatorade, a glass of water and a couple ibuprofen, Steve lay in bed mulling over his wife's 
pep talk as she partook of the solace of the rational and the just beside him. Zelda whined and snorted in 
whatever doggy dream held her as other night sounds came and went: the refrigerator clicking on, the doppler 
of a passing car, a voice somewhere near. He believed he had tried to be a good man, though the frying 
became doing once fatherhood was an actual status, as always working in opposition to his own experience. To 
do better than was done to him. But there were plenty of years when he was a sorry excuse for a man, 
neither sane nor sensible. The thought of that time chilled him and he closed his eyes, determined to remain 


detached from this final disaster. Because he deserved better, and so did his family. 


"Bye-bye," he whispered, as he slid into sleep. 


"So they weren't scared of the bear?" 
"Well sure they were, at first, he was big and growly. But then he told them a joke.” 
"What joke?" 


"Knock-knock." 


"Who's there?" 
"Beary" 

"Beary who?" 

“Im beary glad to meet youl' the bear said, and he made the brothers laugh. So they shared their food with 
him, and told him he could sleep by their fire. And the bear became their friend, and traveled everywhere 
they did" 


"Why could the bear talk?" 


"Because he was a mage bear, of course! And this is a fairy tale, where all kinda improbable things might 


happen" 
"And then what happened?" 


"And then -" 


Once more, he stepped into the oncoming collision But even coming between them this time, when they were 
bent on blood and destruction and retribution, the shoving and grabbing continued, only now with him in the 
middle. But this was his preordained position, he knew. 


"Yeah I'll fuck you up!" Rich yelled. 

"Cmon then, child, just fucking do it already!" Chris taunted. 

"Stop this bullshit!" Steve exclaimed, trying to be louder than either of them. Rich's fist shot out, nearly 
connecting with his own nose. Steve swore and took the other in both hands, slamming him up against a nearby 
wall. 

"Asshole, you hurt me and | will make you regret it! Calm the fuck down!" 

Chris grabbed Steve's shoulder. "Don't you hurt him, goddamn it!" 

Steve turned and shoved Chris as hard as he could, sending him flailing into the back of a sofa "Don't you 
fucking touch me, either of you!" They stood panting but otherwise frozen. Steve walked away from the scene, 


grabbing a beer and slamming the dressing room door behind him, leaning against the wall in the hallway. As he 
sought to slow his breathing and regain his composure he heard Rich exclaim Leave off, goddamn it, Im fine! 


"No you're not," Steve muttered in reply, opening the bottle. "None of us are." 


Their home away from Home rolled on down the road, doing that highways-and-byways thang because Chris 
never wanted to stop moving. Even while viewing scenery which had imprinted itself upon his consciousness 
over twenty years, a little assistance from his entheogenic tincture revealed a shifting landscape which ran like 


watercolors in the rain and shone with a thousand points of phosphorescence. 


The boys had one of the Sirius channels piped in from the driver's console and it was all a 4/4 blur to him 
until "Hotel Illness" somehow ended up in the playlist. 


His first thought was ths ant a deep cut, shi! 

His second thought was / sound Ike such a faker 

His third thought he voiced aloud 

"Dead voices, y'all. + seems like all we ever listen to is dead voices recorded in dead rooms: 
"If we can hear ‘em | think it means they can never really be dead, y'know?" Neal commented. 


Chris nodded. "Some, however, are more dead than others. That boy right there -" he pointed at a speaker in 
the corner, "- he is crumbling to dust, best believe." 


But he found himself grooving to the riff, alternately loving and hating the effect it had on him - the effect 


any of Rich's riffs had on him, even now. Almost primal, Pavlovian in its' reflexive emotional resonance. 
Neal and Adam were nodding their heads in time with his own. "This one was fun to play," Adam said. 
Hypnotized by your rotten behavior 


"A broadcast from a dead sun, a star long gone supernova,” he proclaimed, attempting to dismiss its’ 


provocation. 
So fell me baby is it true, all the things they say about you.. 
But he couldn't, not entirely. 


"This is the hell of growing old," he said, once the song was over. "You never truly realize you're touching 
Glory until its gone, and that's the thing: can't stand in that river again, like to freeze you, it would, drown 


you. Those black suffocating depths.” 


Accustomed to his rambling, unfocused, cryptic monologues, the others returned to their distractions, and 
Chris stared out the window, taking another drink from his little brown bottle, waiting for the fairies - or the 
dwarves - to lead him away through the magical forest, to where Rose-Red might still be waiting in a sunlit 
glade, shining so very bright.beauty calling to him ever and always, if only now as an echo in a song he would 


never sing again. 


A life of contention, a life of harmony..to understand that both states are equally revelatory. 


And then.. 
(So please be patient 
till | see the world through the eyes of you) 


The boys would not go to sleep until their father sang the special song. It had not been written for them, but 
they loved it all the same. 


Goodnight, all my little sleepyheads, remember the wise eye said 
said, don't stop dreaming. 
Lights out, be quiet as a mouse, try fo keep the bedbugs out 


and never stop dreaming, stop dreaming. 


His voice was one they'd always known, he made certain of that; they were his most rapt audience, because 
they loved him. Rich only wondered how many years they would indulge him with their unconditional love. How 
many years they would trust him, and cherish him. Because he knew it elapsed so quickly.twenty years and 
you couldn't even recall where all of it went, a quantum feat of prestidigitation 


Thirty-five years, all of his adult life, and whatever he'd made then, whatever he had now, it had to be 
enough. Only glimpses of glory remained: a quiet success, a humble stability. As he turned out the lights, 
activating all the glow-in-the-dark stickers upon the walls of his sons' rooms, he thought about the qualities 
of reflected light, how it often seemed brighter and more focused than the source itself. If he was only a 
candle now compared to the sun of his combined efforts, then he would make certain to continue to illuminate 
as best he could For anyone who might be following behind him in the darkness which flowed in to fill the 


spaces within a life.his life, any life, all lives. 


And then. 
(That has always been and will always be.) 


Childhood should contain more mellow, golden days than not, Chris mused, as he and Cheyenne walked to the 
neighborhood park. She liked the slide at the park, it was twisty. And she liked to run around with the other 
kids, and the dogs, and to look back to see her dad sitting on a nearby bench, smiling to watch her play. He 
looked up to the clear cerulean ceiling, as a small battalion of sparrows emerged from a nearby jacaranda tree, 


heading west to the sea 
"Baby girl, you know why the bird flies so high?" 
"Because it has wings, silly Dad!" 


Chris smiled, looking down at the bright face of his darling one. "Well sure, but also because some things are 


beyond our reach. And they always wil be." 


He knew she wouldn't quite understand what he meant, but some day she might remember. 


